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LETTER FROM THE REDDITOR 



While the reading material on reddifs front page seems to be increasingly 
attributed to Ir/pics, we hope the value of our magazine is a refreshing 
reminder of the sites larger potential. 



Welcome to issue 3 of The Redditor. 
Last month we launched this magazine 
entirely unsure how reddit would re- 
spond - no idea if anybody would genu- 
inely take the time to read or even appre- 
ciate the new form factor. But they did. 
We've been receiving more private mes- 
sages and comments and emails than can 
be responded to, while our subreddit has 
just passed 2,000 subscribers thanks to 
an ad being featured on the front page. 
This overwhelming wave of support from 
the community has been the inspiration 
needed to continue on with Issue 3. 

This month has been all about learn- 
ing to manage a tiny project that sudden- 
ly blew up. We've gotten so much posi- 
tive feedback, hundreds of suggestions, 
and countless offers of help from people 
with skills from graphic design to editing 
to file hosting. We're all very thankful for 
how supportive the users of reddit have 
been. Most notably what you'll find this 
time around is that we've pulled onboard 
a graphic designer to help push the con- 
tent even further. Hopefully with this is- 
sue you'll agree our efforts have paid off. 



Despite everything new happening 
behind the scenes, we've continued on 
with the same approach. While the read- 
ing material on reddit's front page seems 
to be increasingly attributed to /r/pics, 
we hope the value of our magazine is a 
refreshing reminder of the site's larger 
potential. Our focus is still very much 
on the original content shared through 
the community. Great stories, thought- 
provoking interviews, and the works of 
talented artists. Chuck Testa? Nope. 

We've got some great features for you 
this month. Hopefully you'll find some 
new stories that slipped by, or more im- 
portantly, the ability to really spend more 
time with the material. Beyond the maga- 
zine, remember you can always find back 
issues at theredditor.com, subscribe to 
our subreddit at /r/theredditor, and of 
course feel free to leave any thoughts, 
feedback, and content suggestions for fu- 
ture issues. 

Sincere thanks to everyone who helped 
launch The Redditor, and with your con- 
tinued support we'll see you next month. 
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WHAT IMPROVES THE 

QUALITY OF LIFE 

WITH VIRTUALLY 
NO TIME, MONEY, OR ENERGY? 



submitted by S MAC HI MO 



WAKE UP AT THE SAME TIME EVERY DAY. 

It's hard the first few weeks, but you slowly begin to feel better 
and better as the days go on. - bowlnoolez 




FLOSSING 
THE SHOWER. 

You know how when 
you're done washing 
everything and you're 
kind of not ready to 
get out of the shower 
yet so you just kinda 
stand there in the heat, 
enjoying the water? 
That's the best time 
to floss, because 
let's be honest, you 
don't floss otherwise. 

- irrelevantTLDR 



If you have a creative job or 
task, don't work until you're 
exhausted or completed. When 
you're in full swing take a 
break and walk away, you'll 
still maintain that momentum 
when you come back and your 
brain will continue to work and 
improve on your ideas. 

-Kandoh 



READ SOMETHING. Read a das- 
sic you've never even thought about 
reading before, then write about it 
when you're finished. Even if you hated 
it, write that down somewhere. Then 
read another book and repeat. You will 
learn a lot about yourself and you will 
find that many of the messages and 
themes in these old books still apply to 
your life today. You will be a more cul- 
tured person, and you can sleep better 
at night knowing you aren't a fuckwit. 



reticentbias 



a glass of 
water or two about 
twenty minutes be- 
fore any major meal. 
Your stomach won't 
feel as empty, so 
you're less likely to 
gorge yourself. If 
you tend to overeat, 
like I sometimes do, 
this can help quite 
a bit. 

- puddingpops 
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WHAT IS THE MOST FRUSTRATING THING A 
COMPUTER ILLITERATE PERSON HAS SAID TO YOU? 



permalink submitted by FLUFF_ON_EVERYTHING 



"Ever since you fixed that paper jam my computer has been 
running slower" 

-SHARTFLEX 



"Are the numbers also capitalized?" 
...sigh. ..yes they are...sure... 

-YOURWRONGTHEIRRIGHT 



Doing tech support at an ISP, person said "My computer won't 
turn on, your internet is broken." I asked them to check the 
back of the computer to see if the plug was in. They replied 
"I can't see the back of the computer, it's dark in here" I said 
"Well turn on the light then." Reply "Well... the power is out." 

-CHANCE909 

Me: What Operating System you using? 
Friend: It's Dell Inspiron. 

-H MM NOWAYS 

"Shut up. I was working with computers before you were even 
born; I probably know more about them than you ever will." 
-My dad, who has not owned a computer for 20 years and 
doesn't even know how to use Google. 

-JWALDO 

"But if I'm not on the AOL browser, I can't check my email" 

-MOAR_THINGS 

"Turning it off and back on can't fix the problem. It doesn't 
change anything. That's stupid. It would be like restarting a 
car because the brakes stopped working." 

-BATLY 

"You're an idiot and you'll never amount to anything in life." 
Closest I ever came to punching someone while working in 
that electronics department. He was an old guy too, and I was 
completely enraged for the rest of the night. Fuck that guy. 
Since then I've graduated from one of the best engineering 
colleges in the US with a BS in Aero Eng, gotten married, 
bought a house, and paid cash for a truck. As you can see I'm 
still bitter about that experience... 

-IMREALLYTHATGUY 



A couple of years ago I was helping this lady over the phone. 
She told me she was trying to get her webpages onto her 
new laptop. It took me a couple of minutes to find out that 
she was in fact attempting to transfer her IE favorites from her 
old computer to the new one she just purchased. I almost shit 
myself when, upon further inquiry, I discovered she was trying 
to accomplish this by printing out pictures of websites and 
scanning them into her new computer. When I tried to explain 
to her that this wasn't the best way to accomplish this task, she 
insisted I transfer her to "someone who knew what they were 
talking about and was familiar with this process." 

-VELVETCAKE 



"I need all of those tool bars." 

-MUSEBAG 

My dad called me a Twat because I opened a new tab. 

-HOVISLOAF 



I helped an old man working on a laptop over the phone. He 
was working on an oil pipeline near Deadhorse, Alaska. He 
didn't know where the start menu was and I asked him to go to 
the bottom left on his desktop to which he responded, "I TOLD 
YOU I HAVE A GOD DAMNED LAPTOP!" 

-KBORUFF 



Where are your files? 
In Word 

Okay but where are they? 
In WORD! 

But in what folder are they in, My Documents? 
NO THEY'RE IN WORD DAMMIT 

-THERAVEN7 



Hands down the worst tech support question I've ever gotten 
was, "What does 'lol' mean?" BITCH, THAT'S NOT WHAT WE 
ARE FOR. 

-DOREKK 



My mother asked me how to save YouTube videos to her 
computer so she could attach it to an email and send it to all 
her friends. Yes, she's that person. 

TENDONUT 



I think this 
is a virusi so 
I forwarded it 
to y ou • 

-SUSHISPOOK 



WHAT'S SO GREAT ABOUT 




EXPLORATION? 



permaimk I WRITTEN BY ZELMERSZOETROP 




> NEAR TERM (0 



TELECOMMUNICATIONS The two backbones of modern 
communication are the massive 3+ meter diameter cables 
running along the ocean floors, and the geostationary satel- 
lites above. Passing through the Van Allen radiation belt, their 
electronics must be hardened before they can be put where 
they are. Learning about the space environment protects 
these expensive satellites. 

SPACE WEATHER Satellites aren't the only thing that need 
protecting from the environment in space. Solar flares some- 
times hit Earth, and when they do, electronics go haywire. By 
constantly monitoring the sun, from orbit, we've detected a 
few flares headed our way and were able to shut down satel- 
lites in time to avoid damage. But we need to be aware the 
threat is larger than that. In the 1 800s, there was a flare so big 
you could see Aurora in Washington DC. If that flare hit today, 
you could expect major blackouts on every power grid. Know- 
ing it is coming is the first step to avoiding damage and black- 



SPIN-OFFS: It's sort of a cop out, it's true. But any time you 
spend a large amount of money in a field with a lot of prob 
1ems,you generate solutions, and solutions are worth money. 
The businesses which use ideas and solutions from NASA, or 
which have relied on experiments flown on NASA craft, com- 
prise an industry worth much more than NASA itself. 



EXOBIOLOGY: It's more or less 
considered proven that Mars 
used to be wet. If life developed 
independently there, it would 
have dramatic implications for 
philosophy, religion, and for 
what we can expect from the 
cosmos. If it turns out that it is 
related to Earth life, there's no 
telling what we might find, and 
what it might tell us about our 
own biology. The same can be 
said of Europa and any other 
world with the potential for life. 



HISTORY HAS 
SHOWN THAT 
IT'S ALMOST AL- 
WAYS A GMi 
IBEA TG FUN» 
SCIENCE - EVEN 
IF YOU'RE NOT 
•UITE SURE 
WHERE IT'S GO- 
ING. 



SCIENCE: Governments spend a lot of money on all 
science. In recognition of the fact that scientific advancement 
is essential to a nations growth, and that learning about any 
one field can lead to unexpected advancements in any other, 
my government in the USA has seen fit to spend an enormous 
amount of money funding science projects without any obvi- 
ous benefit to society. I'm a mathematician living off such a 
grant right now. Strange has been the road that lead to germ 
theory, or electricity, or any other incredibly important scien- 
tific advancement. Studies of the geology of foreign bodies 
tells us things about earthquakes we haven't learned here, 
or that studies of their atmospheres tell us things 
about weather we didn't know. The real treasures 
come from the most unexpected sources. Nobody 
foresaw GPS when they noticed the precession of 
Mercury's perihelion was off, but this observation 
helped confirm general relativity, which in turn 
was used to correct GPS satellite clocks. History 
has shown that it's almost always a good idea to 
fund science - even if you're not quite sure where 
it's going. 



INSPIRATION: It's seems cheesy, but it's true. 
There's something about seeing a man on the 
moon that stirred something in a lot of people in 
1969. How many scientists owe their fascination 
with the universe to that moment? ► 




>» LONG TERM (150+ YEARS) 

ASTEROID MINING: An average rocky asteroid can sup- 
ply the entire Earths supply of minerals, metals, etc. for many 
many years. And if we can already manipulate asteroid orbits, 
it should be no problem bringing one to Earth orbit and just 
dropping its metals to the surface of Earth for collection. No 
need to drop it all down, though: keep some up for construc- 
tion in space. We won't need to launch materials from Earth 
to build things in space anymore, and we won't need to strip 
mine our forests and mountains either. 



EXPANSION: It's not necessary to expand constantly. It's per- 
fectly imaginable that through controlled birthrates and mod- 
erated production, human kind could survive on Earth with- 
out spreading to other worlds. But it just doesn't seem likely! 
Over time, the costs of a launch comes down and down until 
there's no reason NOT to move to a new world. People want 
the challenge. Recently some group, I forget where, asked who 
would be willing to move to Mars permanentlyand were over- 
whelmed with responses. 

SURVIVAL: I know you said you don't want to here stuff about 
when the planet is destroyed, but the fact is it will be. It has 
nothing to do with us - we could be perfect stewards but on 
the order of tens or hundreds of millions of years the uninhab- 
itability of Earth becomes unavoidable. If any descendants of 
humanity are alive then, if they are still intelligent, the choice 
they face will be flee to space or perish. 

If we stopped going to space tomorrow, if we never sent an- 
other person into orbit or beyond, if Juno was the last probe 
to leave earth, it would not send the economy into (more of) a 
tailspin.The world would keep turning. And that money might 
go to help people, though it would probably go to the military. 
I think most people would feel we'd lost something, though, if 
mankind left space. People would feel we'd taken a step back- 
wards. Theywouldn't be able to articulate it, they wouldn't 
point to a company that lost money or jobs. When something 
showed them how much their government was saving, they'd 
shrug and say,"l guess..." But they'd feel something intangible 
had been lost.That's because every once in a while, people like 
to be reminded of what is bigger than themselves. I remember 
the awe when the Hubble was first fixed and the first beauti- 
ful pictures of the "pillars of creation," I think they were called, 
graced the cover of Time. People really like space. And while 
I can't speak to other countries, I think most Americans, or at 
least many, are perfectly content to spend a few dollars each 
for Juno or New Horizons or Dawn. Even if they don't under- 
stand the data coming back from the magnetometers or parti- 
cle detectors, they know that we're learning about places and 
events so far removed from our human experience. And peo- 
ple like that. We like to point at the sky and say/That's man- 
kind's domain." ■ 



/askreddit 



» MID-TERM (50-150 YEARS): 

INDUSTRY: Right now we're learning about all kinds of new 
and interesting materials. Some, like the believed room-tem- 
perature superconductor metallic hydrogen, may be so difficult 
to produce they won't be commercially viable for hundreds of 
years. But others, like the super strong graphene or carbon na- 
notubes, may be constructible on industrial scales in the near 
future. Except for one small hitch - many materials REQUIRE a 
zero-g environment for production. While we can't speak to 
what processes will be used for industrial-scale production, it is 
possible we will need to do it in space. 

STAR WARS: What was infeasible in the 1980s becomes real- 
istic in the 2080s. Before the end of this century, one nation will 
use space-based weapons to attack another - perhaps it will be 
as benign as shooting down enemy spy satellites, perhaps as 
devastating as a nuke in space causing an EMP that wipes out 
a nations electronics, or "Rods from God" being used for orbital 
bombardment. I certainly hope that whatever nation my grand- 
children are living in has the ability to protect itself from such 
attacks. 



ASTEROID AVOIDANCE: While the chances of a civilization- 
killing asteroid in the next century or two is remote,the chance of 
a city-killing one is high. We had one in Tunguska a century ago, 
and if I recall there was one over the Mediterranean only a few 
years back. These fell in unpopulated areas.Suppose one is head- 
ed for Earth in 2050. How will we determine if it will strike a popu- 
lated are? How will we change its course if it is? What methods 
will we use? How much advance warning do we need? Do you 
want these questions still unanswered when it's crunch time? 

HELIUM-3: 50 years after we were told fusion power was 50 
years away, it's still 50 years away. The problem? Hydrogen is re- 
ally hard to fuse. You know what's a little easier? And safer? Fusing 
helium-3. Unfortunately you can't find helium-3 on Earth. Not in 
industrial quantities, anyways. But it's on the lunar regolith. Per- 
haps in such miniscule amounts as to be unprofitable. Looking 
further out, though, it's bountiful. Uranus, Neptune are chock full 
of it. The ice giants may be the middle east of the 22nd century. 



PHOTOS courtesy of NASA 
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WHAT MEALS SHOULD EVERYONE 
KNOW HOW TO COOK? 



asked by happywafflez 
] permalink I 



ROAST VEGETABLES: 

Slice up onions, carrots, butternut 
squash, etc. • Toss in olive oil and 
kosher salt. Spread out thinly on 
cookie sheet. • Throw in 425°F oven for 
about 10-15 minutes, knock heat down 
to 400 and cook until tender. 

ROAST CHICKEN: 

Wash chicken, remove giblets, and 
season inside with garlic powder, 
kosher salt, and pepper. • Place in 
oven preheated to 475 for about 20- 
25 minutes. • Now take some of the 
bastings, mix in a mug with paprika, and 
brush over chicken. • After 30 minutes 
reduce heat to 350 and cookfor an hour 
longer, brushing chicken with paprika 
and juice every 20 minutes. 

STEAK: 

Buy a good steak and leave it out of the 
refrigerator for an hour or until it's room 
temperature. • Pat it dry, salt on each 
side, and throw in sizzling hot pan with 
butter for 5 minutes a side for medium 
rare. • Let rest for five minutes. 

- MADCHEN88 



THE FLUFFIEST EGGS YOU'LL 
EVER HAVE IN YOUR LIFE: 

Cold pan, 1-1.5 tbsp of Real butter, 2-3 
eggs max, put on stove, fire up stove 
on high, and move it around with 
spatula like a risotto. • Never let it burn 
or brown. • When it starts to cook, 
move it away from the heat and keep 
moving the eggs around. If it slightly 
sticks to the pan but is not burn/brown, 
you can work some magic. • When it 
stops cooking, reheat. On and off the 
heat until it is almost done, but always 
keep moving it. • Add freshly ground 
salt and pepper, fresh chives, mix it, and 
finally take it off the stove and mix in 
a dollop of fresh cream or something 
cold to stop the eggs from cooking. 
Milk works, more cold butter if you're in 
a pinch. 

- EITHERORSAYYES 



STIRFRY: 

Cook garlic/onion on a medium heat and 
stir. Cook diced meat on a very high heat, 
and set aside. Cook veggies very quickly 
on a high heat, add spices and sauces and 
the meat again, stir. • If you're adding 
rice or noodles in add that for a minute 
or so and serve, or just serve it over rice 
or on its own if you've already got heaps 
of stuff in there. • Spices and sauces: 
Nearly anything! Soy sauce, honey, sugar, 
salt, vinegar, mustard, fish sauce, chilies, 
chili sauces, cayenne pepper, cumin... 
whatever you like the taste of. Note 
that all of the above can be bought for 
pretty cheap. • Meat: Nearly anything! 
Really cheap chicken, like thighs. Pork's 
great. Prawns and mussels are incredible 
value too. Marinate them in something 
vinegary before cooking to make them 
extra tender. And it's a good way to use 
up an extra steak or leftover chicken 
from the night before. It also adds much 
needed flavour to tofu. • Veges: Again, 
nearly anything! Carrots, capsicum, 
zucchini, potato. Spinach works great. 
Some folks like corn, I'm not a huge fan 
but I get it. And because it's all mixed in 
together, it doesn't matter if it's a weeks' 
worth of odds and ends from the fridge. 
For the oil, peanut or canola is best, as it 
has a high smoke point and you want the 
pan to be hot. Peanut oil contains more 
saturated fat though. But folks, we aren't 
opening a restaurant here. It's cooking 
for yourself and maybe a couple of other 
folks. So olive oil will work just fine. 
- PETE VENKMAN 



BRAISED BEEF / PORK: 

Braising turns a cheap piece of meat into 
an absolute delight when done correctly. 
Also if you are single it keeps and reheats 
well, with minimal loss of quality. Heck, it 
often tastes better after sitting in the fridge 
for a day and reheating. Additionally once 
you get a few basics it's even relatively fool 
proof. 

The basics of braising are: 

• Get a cheap cut of meat, bone-in 
or bone out is fine but you want it to 
have a lot of connective tissue in it,. 
This will break down as it cooks and 
give the meat and sauce body. • Beef 
or pork works well. Chicken thighs and 
legs can be used but cooking time is 
much shorter. • Get aromatic veggies, 
carrots, celery, onions (classic mire 
poix.) Others are fine too, I generally 
add a bit of garlic to everything. • Get 
herbs: thyme, a couple of bay leaves. 
Parsley is good too including the stems 
Get liquid: I generally do a mix of stock 
and wine, with 3 or 4 parts stockto 1 part 
wine. • Get seasonings: Season meat 
with salt pepper or whatever particular 
blend you like. • Get fire: sear the meat. 
This is just for the browning and flavor, 
not any hippie sealing in of juices. After 
searing, I start by deglazing the pan with 
a little wine, to get the yummy bits up. 

• Get ready: to wait 4-6 agonizing 
hours while your house is filled with the 
best smell in the world. Basically after 
deglazing I toss in some of the veggies, 
then toss in the meat and then more 
veggies around the sides and pour in my 
mix of wine and stock til it's about half 
way up the meat. • Get cooking: Cover 
yourroasting pan,orpotwith aluminum 
foil as tightly as you can, basically you 
want the juices in there to steam the 
meat that is not being submerged in the 
liquid. Cook 4-6 hrs at 275°F. 
- REALGENIUS13 
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OMELETTE: 

Crack 3 eggs into a cup. Add splash 
of milk, salt, and pepper. Whisk with 
a fork until uniform. • Melt thick 
pad of butter in smallish saute pan 
over medium heat Throw some 
mushrooms, diced ham, and a large 
spoon full of pico de gallo into pan. (Or 
anything you want.) Give it a couple of 
minutes. Reduce heat to med/low. 
Pour in egg mixture. In exactly 103 
seconds, the edges will start to firm 
up. Lift an edge with a spatula, then 
tilt the pan toward lifted edge; this will 
allow uncooked portion to run into the 
space under the spatula. After doing 
the spatula think roughly 3 times, 
you're ready for the cheese. Layer one 
half with either a sharp cheddar or 
monterey jack. Now for the flip: 
work that spatula under the non- 
cheese side of the omelet and flip it 
onto the half with cheese. If spectators 
are present, immediately pan-flip the 
folded omelette so the other side 
(cheese side) is facing up. Nonchalantly 
say something like "it's all in the wrist." 
• Plate and serve. Nothing fancy- if 
you have a basil plant, tare a leaf off as a 
garnish and voila. 
- GALACTICA ACTUAL 




FRIED RICE: 

Get a wok. • Add about 1/4-1/2 cup oil (anything but olive.) Heat it up until it's pretty 
hot. Crack an egg or two into the oil, and stir it. The egg should cook quickly, and since 
you're stirring it it will cook into thin strips. When the egg is about 75% done and still 
runny, pull it out and set it aside. Add a few cups of day old rice from the refrigerator. 
Being day old and refrigerated is a key here. • Add whatever vegetable or meat you 
want. I like frozen carrots and peas as well as some diced ham. Sprinkle with soy sauce 
and stir it all up. Let it cook until everything is hot and steamy, stirring occasionally. • 
Add more soy sauce until it's brown like you'd expect. Finally, stir the egg back in. 
Enjoy! - INSTA-HERPES & DECODERSIGNAL 



QUESADILLAS: 

Buy a block of whatever cheese you like, if you need a blend of white and yellow cheeses, 
buy two blocks and get to shredding. Find good flour tortillas. Ideally you can get some 
fresh made tortillas at a local restaurant. I recommend Mariposa and Mission tortillas for 
bigger brands.lf you're going to make this for more than a single snack, you're going to 
need variety. 



Chop up a couple peppers/capsicums, 
onion, hot chiles, spinach, tomatoes, 
chicken, beef, shrimp, and about 
anything else you would consider 
putting in an omelette or on a pizza 
You can keep the chopped vegetables in 
sealed containers for quick access on a 
lunch break. If you want the meat stored 
in similar containers, be sure to cook it 
before storing. Make your quesadilla. 
Pan -> Tortilla -> Cheese -> Fillings --> 
More Cheese -> Tortilla flip. 

Now you are halfway finished. You 
have an important choice to make: You 
can throw away all of your hard work and 
pour Pace salsa on it, or you can garnish 
your lunch like a gentleman with real 
condiments. 

Condiment 1: Simple Mexican salsa. 
Choptwomediumtomatoes,one medium 
white onion (yes, it must be white), a 
bunch of cilantro and a couple chile 
peppers (Hatch green chiles if you are so 
lucky). Throw that in a bowl and squeeze 
two limes over it, a couple pinches of salt 
and mixitup. Condiment2:Guac. Clean 
and chop a couple avocados in a bowl. 
Squeeze one lime in, add 1-2 spoonfuls 
of your homemade mexican salsa and 
add a pinch of salt. DON'T stir it until it's 
a creamy paste. COMBINE the ingredients 
while leaving chunks of avocado in tact 
(texture!). Condiment 3: Sour cream. 



I don't condone it, but some feel it 
appropriate. Use at your own discretion. 

Get a bag of chips for the extra salsa 
and guac and you're good to go. If you 
really must buy your salsa, find something 
that doesn't resemble tomato paste. 
Get some thin strips of boneless chicken 
breast, thawed of course. • Shake some 
salt on two sides of the meat and pepper 
on only one side (as is tradition), to taste. 

Getthree bowls ready with: Flour//One 
egg, beaten nicely + one cup milk mixed 
in //Breading Dip chicken pieces in the 
flour, covering evenly with a thin layer 
Dip chicken in egg/milk mixture, once 
again covering evenly with a thin layer 
and allowing any excess yolk to drip off 
• Cover this with the breading-the 
flour and eggs will work really well as 
adhesive for the meat (and your fingers) 

Heat up a frying pan (medium high 
heat) with a liberal amount of oil (the real 
Austrians use a mixture of lard, butter 
and oil I believe) so that the cutlets will be 
half-immersed Fry them chickens until 
golden, almost brown, then turn and fry 
again Ensure the heat is low enough 
to cook the chicken through before the 
outside browns 

Serve with some sort of vegetable, but 
if you're really into the Austrian style then 
you'd better cook some German-style potato 
salad (oil and vinegary) to go with it. 
- BILLYEUGENE 



/askreddit 



WHAT ARE YOUR FAVORITE 
RANDOM FACTS? 

I permalink ] submitted by GLAZEROUT99 



The blue whale is so 
big that its tongue 
can weigh as much as 
an elephant. A person 
could swim through 
their largest veins 
and arteries. 

- GWANGI 

In 100 years, Facebook will be 
full of dead people. 

-LIKEABOSS 

You can't hum while holding 
your nose. 

-GENGARBENGAR 

When you look up at the 
stars, you are seeing events 
that happened hundreds, or 
even thousands of years ago. 
If someone were to create a 
powerful enough telescope, 
and you pointed it at a planet 
that had life thousands of years 
ago and since been wiped out, 
you'd be able to see how they 
lived thousands of years ago. If 
aliens from another planet with 
highly-advanced technology 
could see us, they could be 
looking at dinosaurs or Aztecs. 

- REDSOX933, MYLIFEFORSHIRE, 
&GRIMALDAR 



There's enough water in Lake 
Superior to cover all of North 
and South America with one 
foot of water. 

- ANTIDAILY 

John Tyler, 10th president of the 
U.S., born 1790, has 2 currently 
living grandsons. 

- BUZREF 

A strawberry is not actually a 
berry, but a banana is. 

- CHESHIRETHEENT 

If you dug a hole to the center of 
the Earth and dropped a brick 
in it, it would take 42 minutes to 
get to the bottom. 

- RECKLESSCONSUMPTION 

100 years from now, we will 
have a whole new set of people. 

- JEKIAK 

Armadillos always 
give birth to 
quadruplets. 

- DOWNWARDSPIROGRAPH 

It would take 1,200,000 
mosquitoes, all sucking at the 
same time, to drain the average 
human of blood. 

-YENOOMK 



At one point, you were the Shia Labeouf has an acting 

youngest person in the world. career. 

- DRTIDE4 -SERGEANT_STROKER 



Charlie Chaplin himself 
participated in a Charlie Chaplin 
look-a-like contest... and lost. 

-NOECUG 
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MY HOBBY IS 



CARVING 
COINS 



permalink submitted by HARPUATHEHOUND 



There is a rich 
& colorful history 
surrounding the 
hobo nickel 




During the Great Depresion, hobos would cut beards 
and hats onto the nickel and trade for a warm meal 
a nights lodging. They used the buffalo nickel because 
a nickel was easy enough to come by and was much 
thicker than other coins. ► 
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I started as a bench jeweler when 
I was 16. 1 started hand engraving 
when I was 20. 1 was milling cur- 
rent nickels until they were fat to 
use as a cheap practice plate. But I 
struggled to sell them for even $20. 

Then I found out there were col- 
lectors that loved the sort of thing I 
was doing as long as I didn't fatten 
the nickel first. And they prefer it 
be on the older buffalo nickels just 
like the classic carvings are. 

This artform is as old as the buffalo 
nickel itself. I understand people 
thinking Im destroying history. At 
the same time Im keeping it alive. 

Most of my collectors are numis- 
matists. I have become a bit of 
an enthusiast myself due to this 
hobby. I appreciate the coins too. 
I often think about the history of 
the coin Im working on and the 
times from which they originated, 
especially the Great Depression Era. 
I have spoken with my fair share 
of elders in the community about 
what those times were like to try to 
understand better. 

I have heard first hand accounts 
of meeting hobos from people that 
probably hadn't talked about it in 
decades. I have carved the portraits 
of fictional characters from the late 
1800s to mid 1900s, have given 
them names and a place on a fam- 
ily tree, and often times a bit of story 
to say who they are. Is this fiction, 
yes. But it's based on real history. It's 
meant to bring history to life. 





I understand people 
thinking I'm destroying 
history. At the same time 
I'm keeping it alive. 
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I AM A 

PRIVATE 
INVESTIGATOR 



permalink submitted by MODERN_DAY_SAM_SPADE 



1 



DO YOU WEAR A FEDORA AND OVERCOAT? 

Not on the job. I HAVE them, but more out of a sense of whimsy 
than anything else. See, the classic PI image of the fedora and 
trench coat comes from the classic pulp stories, which were 
made in the 30s to 50s sort of deal. Most guys wore fedoras 
back then - they didn't stand out. Pis wore them so they could 
tail people without sticking out so much. 

On the job, I stick with common clothes. Cargo pants 
and a hoodie, mostly, sometimes jeans and a T- 
shirt. You dress for comfort and mobility, just in case. 

HOW RIVETING IS YOUR INTERNAL MONOLOGUE? 

I like to think pretty riveting. I'll admit I love the old novels and 
sometimes think of the classic Noir detectives when I work,and 
smile.NotmanyrolemodelsforPlsthataren'tfictitious,youknow? 

WHAT SORT OF EQUIPMENT DO YOU USE? 

Binoculars, coffee, cigarettes, my cell phone, and a notebook. 

HAVE YOU WORN COSTUMES AT TIMES? WIGS, GLASSES, 
MOUSTACHES, DIFFERENT SETS OF CLOTHES, ETC? 

Not wigs, but yes to everything else. I find hats work better 
than wigs, and look less fake. I have impersonated a home- 
less guy, drunk guy, frat boy, businessman, delivery man. 
To name a few. 

WHAT WAS YOUR MOST SURPRISING DISCOVERY? 

This is one of my favourite stories to tell. 

I'm working another marital infidelity case (they pay the bills.) 
This woman thinks her husband is chasing somene, and wants 
to be able to confront and divorce him over it. The woman 
had stated that she thought he was leaving late at night, but 
as they had separate bedrooms (I know, in this day and age?), 
she couldn't absolutely confirm. So we stake out his house, and 
watch their SUV leave around 1 1 PM, around an hour after all 
the house lights are out. 

We follow it to a sleazy motel (you know the kind, beds by the 
hour), figuring we broke the case on day one. When instead of 
hubby getting out of the SUV, it's the wife. She meets this pretty 
young woman in the lobby and they go up to the hotel room, 




arm in arm, looking like they're about to have a grand old time. 
My partner and I head back to the house, snickering all the way. 

The kicker? The guy turned out to be faithful as can be. He di- 
vorced his wife after HE received pictures from a DIFFERENT 
Agency of her at the motel on that very night. 

My partner and I met up with the other guys working 
the husband's side and had a coffee and a good laugh. 

ANOTHER STORY? 

There's this lady, has a small hair salon in the city. Loyal 
clientele, decent area downtown. Only has one employee, 
a young girl fresh out of cosmetology school. They work to- 
gether Monday through Friday. Saturdays, the girl works alone; 
lady takes day off. Closed Sundays. 

The lady comes to us telling us that for about two months now, 
her till is coming light for monday's balance. She figures the 
young girl could be stealing - she's young and doesn't make 
much, after all. So she gets me in. I tell the lady the best way to 
go is to set up a hidden camera or two. She consents, and I get 
them set up late friday night (or early Saturday morning, de- 
pending on your perspective). I come in Sunday to review the 
footage with the key the lady gave me, and I see what's hap- 
pening. 

See,turns out,in the afternoon,the lady's 20-year-old son comes 
in, hangs out for a bit, clearly flirting with the girl. I knew they 
were flirting - you don't have to be a body language expert to 
see the signs they're putting off. 

The girl goes to the bathroom after a customer leaves, and 
BAM. Kid goes into motion with a fluid grace that bespeaks an 
old routine. He whips a key out of his pocket, with a hand on 
the bell (external bell on this one) so it doesn't chime. He pock- 
ets three twenties right of the top, closes the till, sits back in his 
chair, playing with his cell phone. Girl comes back, like nothing 
happened, and they flirt for a bit.Then the guy's phone goes off. 
I figure after he pockets the cash he sets an alarm so he has an 
excuse to "answer" his phone and have to leave. 

A bit surprised, I go monday morning to meet with the owner 
of the shop, footage burned to CD in tow. I tell her what I found, 
and she flips. Refuses to believe her son would do that.Tells me 
to leave, take my cameras out of the salon immediately. 
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I hastily remove the cameras, with the lady still harping at me, 
and just as I'm bundled and about ready to go, the son walks in. 
I remember the exchange perfectly. 

Son: "Oh, hey, mom... what's up? Customer this early?" 
Mother: "Mr. [SPADE] here was just leaving, with his cameras 

(she says the last pointedly at me)." 
Son: "Look mom, I can explain, I was low on cash..." 

There were a few beats of silence, the mother abrupt- 
ly stricken and me stifling a hearty laugh. I remove the 
CD from my pocket, hand it to the woman, and say "Looks like 
you two have some talking to do." 

I walked out, and never spoke to her again. But she did send a 
cheque and it did clear. 

EVER FOUND ANYTHING SO MESSED UP YOU JUST 
IMMEDIATELY WENT TO THE COPS? OR HEARD OF THAT? 

Had a partner walk into a hotel room to find a dead body. Heart 
attack.That warrants a jangle to the ol'5-0. 

HAS THERE EVER BEEN A REALLY ODD REQUEST? 

Odd requests, not so much. The requests are fairly straightfor- 
ward. But sometimes things get complicated while working on 
that request. 

For instance, this one time, a woman figures her husband is 
cheating on her (yes, I work those kinds of cases sometimes). 
He's been getting home all hours of the night, his clothing di- 
sheveled,acting strangely.So she gets me following him around, 
see what's up. 

I follow this guy to a gas station, where he goes into the bath- 
room, and stays there for about twenty minutes. He leaves, and 
I get my partner to follow him while I take a look-see. 

One of the important tools of a modern private investigator 
is a good box of medical-quality vinyl gloves. Why? Because 
an important SKILL of a modern PI is dumpster diving. Pick- 
ing through a trash can is essentially a smaller-scale version of 
dumpster diving, so I go to the gas station bathroom and set to. 

Several minutes later, I find (among the usual fixings in a gas 
station bathroom garbage can) a spent needle, the kind dia- 
betics use, and a tiny empty vial. That's a slam-dunk for drugs, 
friends. 

We tell the lady about this in our report the next day. I wasn't 
there when it happened, but apparently next time he showed 
up late, she checks his arm and sees the track marks. Apparently 
she was just relieved. Relieved that her husband was only an 
addict and not a cheater. Small victories, I guess. 



WHAT'S THE TRICKIEST SITUATION YOU'VE FOUND 
YOURSELF IN? 

Had a guy with a loaded needle cornering me, and I knew he 
was Hep C positive. He thought I was a cop. I told him I wasn't, 
and if he let me go, there'd be no charges laid.Then I explained 
that if I WAS cop, I couldn't say I wouldn't press charges and then 
do it anyways, he agreed and let me go, agreeing I wasn't a cop. 

But I was a liar. He got picked up and charged with assault by 
yours truly within ten minutes. I love cops. They handle all the 
most dangerous shit for me. 

Say you get hired for a marital infidelity case. Trails that lead to 
witnessing the fact: case closed. But if you don't find anything 
suspicious, how long will you be looking? 

Basically, we agree to follow for a certain amount of time, and 
follow up any leads. If the time runs out and we have nothing, 
the client can end the contract or have us keep looking. After a 
certain point, we would say the likelihood of us finding some- 
thing is slim, because as much as we like more paycheques, 
treating your customers fairly is important. 

HOW OFTEN DO YOU CONDUCT INTERVIEWS, 
AND WHERE DID YOU LEARN HOW TO DO THAT? 

Interviews are very common. Being able to question and/or 
interrogate properly can make or break you. Natural aptitude 
helps, but a large part can be taught. For training in this, you 
observe a more experienced partner while he questions, and 
you keep your mouth shut. You do that until you are given a 
shot handling it by yourself. 

Myself, I can talk fairly well. I'm a great liar, and acting is really 
just applied lying.Trust people to serve their own interests and 
you usually guess right. Play to selfishness.Trust in people's self- 
interest, and make something seem advantageous to them, 
and they're more likely to go along. A proper mindset and tem- 
perament is important, too. 

WHAT ARE THE BEST WAYS TO SPOT A PI? 

You see that guy, in the corner of your eye? The one that's un- 
remarkable? Look for the one you'd least suspect. If they're any 
good, that's the guy. ■ 
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I just returned from a 7 night long "solo" trip 
to North Korea at the end of August booked 
with Koryo Tours, and it was an absolutely 
surreal experience. 



just returned from a 7 night long "solo" 
trip to North Korea at the end of Au- 
gust booked with Koryo Tours, and 
it was an absolutely surreal experi- 
ence. I got to travel around the coun- 
try with only myself and my two North 
Korean minders and a driver. Going by 
myself let me create a fairly unique itiner- 
ary and let me visit the typical places while 
also heading off into the countryside to 
less-travelled areas like the east coast cities 
of Wonsan and Hamhung, where even my 
guides had never been. Having seen eve- 
rything from the government sanctioned 
monuments to typical life in the North 
Korean countryside as we drove from 
one place to the next, I have to say 
it was a truly incredible experience and 
an unparalleled ground level view of just 
how the country works. 



permalink 



submitted by DESPERADA 



/ama 




NORTH KOREA SEEMS VERY EMPTY AND DEVOID 
OF LIFE. DID YOU FIND IT TO BE LIKE THAT? 

The word that came to mind when I was in North Korea was that it 
was all very... Potemkin... In the sense of a Potemkin village, a facade 
or a veneer of normality beneath which you are not supposed to see 
or acknowledge. 

People mill and group around, surrounded by drab soviet-style 
apartment blocks under the watchful eyes of the Dear Leader smiling 
down from a nearby billboard or portrait. That being said, it was defi- 
nitely not all like that. I saw people dancing at the beach to the North 
Korean equivalent of dance music, people playing what looked to be 
poker, etc. It's a country full of contrasts. One moment you're looking 
at a beautiful flower next to the road, the next there is a soldier armed 
with an assault rifle staring at you. 

WERE YOUR MINDERS HONEST, OR WAS EVERYTHING 
THEY SAID JUST GOVERNMENT PROPAGANDA? 

My minders were honest. That being said, much of their worldview 
is based directly on what they've been taught by the government, 
because there has never been an alternative.The truth is a malleable 
thing. What is true in our eyes is not necessarily true in theirs. 

DID YOU EVER GET TO TALK HONESTLY 
WITH ANY OF THE PEOPLE THERE? 

While I wasn't able to get much direct contact with ordinary 
North Koreans, I was able to talk fairly honestly with my minders. 



They do know a decent amount and certainly aren't 
idiots. My senior minder gave me a ground level view 
of just how much they know, and just how their world 
view has been influenced by living with government censor- 
ship and propaganda for their entire lives. 

Something interesting I found out was just how the govern- 
ment propaganda influenced their thought processes. For 
example, they know that the South elects their president. 
However, they view America as influencing the Korean govern- 
ment behind the scenes and interfering, preventing a reunifica- 
tion of the country.Their government is never the problem. It is 
always the fault of America or the South. Or, if they do act first, 
it is justified by some sort of provocation, such as Yeonpyeong 
Island. My minder's explanation of which went like this: 
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"They've fired into our 
waters constantly, and 
we've warned them not 
to do it. So, first they 
shot. Then, we shot 
back. 15 died, and they 
haven't shot at our wa- 
ters since." The firing at 
waters part is half true, 
as South Korea did fire 
into the water, however 
they are disputed wa- 
ters. The casualty toll however is not, and shows an example of the 
government version of events, as opposed to the actual death toll of 
2 marines and 2 civilians. 

At one point he lamented that their news does not give them much 
information on the outside world. I decided to ask him why, and he 
answered that he simply did not know. That was very interesting. All 
the pieces of the puzzle are there, but they simply cannot make the 
leap to put them into place. The view of ordinary citizens would be 
incredibly narrow.There is virtually zero outside information coming 
in that isn't from government sources. At most, they would be able to 
get a glimpse of the outside world if they watch smuggled Chinese 
or South Korean media or entertainment, or have an inkling feeling 
that everything isn't just quite right in paradise. 



DO THEY THINK AMERICANS CARE MORE ABOUT 
NORTH KOREANS THAN AMERICANS ACTUALLY DO? 

The American people, no. The American government, absolutely. 
They think the American government controls the government of 
the south and is what is preventing the reunification of Korea. 



DID THEY DICTATE WHAT YOU WERE ALLOWED TO 
TAKE PHOTOS OF, OR GIVE ANY SPECIFIC RULES FOR 
STATUES AND MONUMENTS? 

The only real rule was to get statues in one shot. The only way they 
were treated different, is that I was able to actually stand and shoot 
to take a proper picture of them, as opposed to something catching 
my eye and trying to quickly snap a shot out of a moving vehicle or 
something. 

The guides would generally say"You're allowed to take pictures here." 
That being said, I would tend to take pictures at other times as well. 
Most random scene type pictures are usually taken from the window 
of a moving vehicle. I had to ditch many shots due to blurriness. As 
long as you aren't obvious about it and do take photos of soldiers, my 
guides were fairly chill and never told me off once. 
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At the border they have one of their customs agents look through 
all of the photos on your camera and delete any that they don't like. 
The picture of the can at the end of the gallery was one he actually 
deleted, but I used a photo recovery program to get it back. 

HOW MUCH DID IT COST? 

I went with an individual tour, so it cost more than it otherwise would 
have. Going with Koryo Tours is a bit pricier than the DPRK tour com- 
panies, but they give you better access within the country. For 7 
nights it cost me over 3000$ USD. 

WHAT WAS THE MOST SHOCKING THING YOU SAW? 

Most shocking was probably on the subway system. The doors on 
the subway just slam shut instantly and without advance warning. An 
old woman with a child was going through the door and it slammed 
shut right on her head, bounced, and then trapped her arm holding 
a bag inside the subway, and she starts screaming so that the sub- 
way wouldn't start moving and rip her arm off. Thankfully that didn't 
happen and the door opened again, but as the subway pulled away I 
could see her looking dazed and shaken. It was a fairly blunt remind- 
er of just where I was. 

DID YOU EVER FEEL THAT THE EVENTS AROUND YOU, 
THAT YOU SAW, HAD BEEN CHOREOGRAPHED FOR 
YOU TO SEE? I'D HAVE BEEN WORRIED THAT THE 
ENTIRE TRIP WAS ONE BIG "THE TRUMAN SHOW" 
STYLE EVENT. 

I've read on that occurring and attempted to watch for it myself.The 
only instances that triggered my spidey-senses in that regard were 
the instances of North Koreans listening to music and dancing when 
I was at the beach. Can't say for certain either way since it seems au- 
thentic enough, but you can just never know. Judging by the fairly 
large amount of decidedly un-flattering stuff I saw, I don't really think 
that was the case. Poverty, people foraging in the woods, the decay- 
ing soviet-era infrastructure, etc. 

HOW WERE YOU RECEIVED BY THE CITIZENS THERE? 

By the average citizens I would rate myself as something of a curios- 
ity. I could always feel myself being looked at by ordinary people 
when I was out of the capital. 



DID YOU LOOK FOR OR FIND ANY BUGS, CAMERAS, 
ETC IN YOUR ROOMS WHILE THERE? 
Yup, didn't manage to find any. 

However, there were half-hidden doors into the wall next to my room 
that could be entered from the hallway at the Yanggakdo Hotel, 
which was somewhat creepy. Pretty sure it was never used, but there 
was a North Korean who was in the room across from me who was 
there like 24/7 watching TV or stuff, and I'm pretty sure tracking the 
movements in and out of the room for me and the 1-2 other foreign- 
er rooms in that wing. 

HOW WAS THE FOOD AND DRINK? 

Food and drink wasn't bad actually. They usually gave so much food 
that it was impossible to even eat half of what was in front of you, 
so there was always at least 1-3 good tasting things. As well, North 
Korean beer is surprisingly decent, and was included with just about 
every meal. 

DID THE PEOPLE APPEAR HEALTHY? 

Relatively. Though the country has been chronically malnourished 
for decades. I didn't see a single chubby person the entire trip. So 
while they largely seem fine at first glance, in North Korea it's always 
the small things you have to watch for. I know they keep mentally 
disabled people out of the trophy capital. 

WOULD YOU RECOMMEND THE TRIP TO 
SOMEONE ELSE? 

I would definitely recommend it. Getting to see a place like North Ko- 
rea while it still exists is an unbeatable experience. It also humanizes 
the country greatly, and you get to see all the things that never make 
the news. Your guides for example aren't just government automa- 
tons there to watch over you and spout propaganda. They are real 
people with lives, desires, hopes and personalities. It was somewhat 
novel to me to see my young female guide constantly pulling out 
her cell phone whenever she got a text from a friend, just like any 
other young girl anywhere else in the world. Or when we arrived at 
the east coast, it was her first visit to the ocean, and she told me she 
was scared of it. Seeing someone experience the ocean for the first 
time was just surreal. She took her shoes off and dipped her toes in 
and kind of giggled some,then a larger wave came in and she sort of 
squealed and backed up. It's experiences like those which truly make 
the trip worthwhile. 
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I AM JIM O'HEIR, 
OR "JERRY" ON 

Parks & 
Recreation 



permalink submitted by JIMISTHEMAN 



How does it feel to be an actor that 
gets physical jokes made about you 
in the show? It's not like playing a 
"dumb" character where you know 
that's not really your mind. Does it 
make you self-conscious? 
You know,wearewhoweare.l'm a big guy 
and always have been. It leads to some 
obvious comic situations that I would find 
funny whether it were me or someone 
else playing the part. As far as being self- 
conscious...! guess I'd have to say at times 
yes. We all have certain insecurities to deal 
with, but the folks at P&R always have my 
best interest at heart. 

If you decided to start training for 
an Ironman triathlon tomorrow, 
would your agent be outraged? 
Would it mess up your career if you 
got ridiculously fit? 
That's a really great question. To be 
perfectly honest... I think my agents would 
hate it. I've worked steady as a big guy 
and they do get 10% of everything so I 
can't imagine they would want to mess 
around with what's been working. As far 
as messing up my career, so hard to say. I 
have seen it happen where someone has 
done a major body change and couldn't 
find work. A great example is the guy who 
played Newman on Seinfeld. He lost a ton 
of weight and had trouble getting work. 
He's put the weight back on and is now a 
series regular on a TV Land show. 

Do you feel bad that your character 
is the punching bag for everyone 
else in the show? 

Jerry's definitely the punching bag. In my 
days of working a real job in an office, 
there always seemed to be someone 
who took the brunt of the jokes. As far as 
feeling bad... I love it! I've always been a 
big fan of the underdog characters on TV 
shows. 




Was Jerry originally going to be a 
continuing character? 

It's hard to say if Jerry was going to be 
a regular. I was first hired as a recurring 
"guest," because nobody knew what was 
going to happen. Characters like Jerry 
and Donna were put at desks just to 
see how it would play out. Greg Daniels 
(who also created the American version 
of The Office) likes to work that way. I 
remember I was at an airport in Florida 
and my manager called telling me that 
they wanted to start negotiating to have 
me become a regular on the show. I was 
so happy with that news. I also loved how 
they announced it at one of our table 



reads. Everybody started clapping and the 
support was incredible. 

How similar are Ron Swanson 
and Nick Offerman? For that 
matter, who's most similar to their 
character, and who's the most 
different? 

Nick would really surprise you. He's 
so damned intelligent that it's a little 
intimidating. I'm always looking for a 
dictionary after we've hung out. He's also 
a great story teller, and as manly as Ron 
Swanson. We joke that Nick can grow the 
Ron mustache in an afternoon. Nick is also 
an artist with woodworking. So is Ron. ► 
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I think every actor brings a bit of 
themselves to every role, so I can't say that 
any of us are super close to our characters, 
but there are some similarities. 

Daaaammmnnn Jerry, you fell in a 
creek for a burrito? What would you 
do for a Klondike bar, 
kill your wife? 

I can't even begin to tell you what I'd do 
for a Klondike bar. Killing my wife is just 
one of many. 

How much ad-libbing versus sticking 
to the script is there on the show? 

We definitely do some ad-libbing but 
I have to tell you that the writing is so 
strong on the show that we usually stick 
to the script. Also, we do what we call a 
"fun run" after we finish every scene and 
that's where we get to try whatever we 
want. Can't begin to tell you how much 
fun that is. 



How is being a continuing actor on 
a show different from just having a 
small role on individual episodes? 
Do you enjoy working with the same 
people for a season? 
Being a series regular is fucking awesome! 
The job of an actor is to always be looking 
for the next job. As a regular you can just 
breathe a little and not worry about the 
next audition. I love working with the 
same people. You have to realize that it's 
not just the cast we're with all day. There's 
about a hundred and fifty other people 
involved who make the show what it is.To 
get to see them all every day and laugh 
and joke around is just amazing. To play 
one character for multiple seasons is also 
fun, because you can watch the growth 
over the years. 

What was it like working on Curb 
Your Enthusiasm? 

Curb was really interesting. Even the 
audition was totally different. Usually on 



an audition you're given material from 
the show and you learn it and make your 
"acting" choices. But with Curb, they just 
gave me a sentence that outlined a story 
they were going for.l walked into the room, 
and there was Larry David and all the 
producers. Very intimidating. I must have 
done OK because I got the job. The day of 
the shoot you are again told what they're 
going for, and then just start improvising. 
When things start flowing they'll tell you 
to stick with this or that. Larry just sort of 
sits off to the side and does his own thing. 
Lots of crossword puzzles if I remember 
correctly. Jeff Garlin is one of the sweetest 
men ever. 

Shut up, Jerry. 

Aw, geeze. I'm sorry guys. 




[DAY ONE] 



The 35th MEU is on the ground at Kabul, preparing to deploy 
to southern Afghanistan. Suddenly, it vanishes. 

The section of Bagram where the 35th was gathered suddenly 
reappears in a field outside Rome, on the west bank of the Ti- 
ber River. Without substantially prepared ground under it, the 
concrete begins sinking into the marshy ground and cracking. 
Colonel Miles Nelson orders his men to regroup near the vehi- 
cle depot — nearly all of the MEU's vehicles are still stripped for 
air transport. He orders all helicopters airborne, believing the 
MEU is trapped in an earthquake. 

Nelson's men soon report a complete loss of all communica- 
tions, including GPS and satellite radio. Nelson now believes 
something more terrible has occurred — a nuclear war and EMP 
which has left his unit completely isolated. Only a few men 
have realized that the rest of Bagram has vanished, but that will 
soon become apparent as the transport helos begin circling the 
35th's location. 

Within an hour, the 2,200 Marines have regrouped, stunned. 
They are not the only moderns transported to Rome. With them 
are about 150 Air Force maintenance and repair specialists. 
There are about 60 Afghan Army soldiers, mostly the MEU's in- 
terpreters and liaisons. There are also 15 U.S. civilian contractors 
and one man, Frank Delacroix, who has spoken to no one but 
Colonel Nelson. 



Miraculously, no one was killed during the earthquake but sev- 
eral dozen people were injured, some seriously. All fixed-wing 
aircraft and the attack helicopters were rendered inoperable by 
the shifting concrete, although the MEU did not lose a single 
vehicle or transport helicopter. 

As night falls, the MEU has established a perimeter. A few locals 
have been spotted, but in the chaos no one has yet established 
contact. Nelson and his men, who are crippled without map- 
ping software and GPS to fix their position, begin attempting to 
fix their location by observing stars. The night is cloudy. Nelson 
orders four helicopters back into the air at first light, to travel 
along the river in hopes of locating a settlement. 



[DAY TWO] 

Nelson's helos launch at dawn. As they rise into the air, one 
crew spots a distant pillar of smoke and excitedly begins bearing 
down on this sign of life. Meanwhile, the mysterious appear- 
ance of the Marines has not gone unnoticed. Peasants have fed 
to the home of the land's owner, Senator Aulus Terentius Varro 
Murena. It is 23 BC, and Murena is about to form a Republican 
conspiracy against Augustus Caesar. He and other Senators are 
deeply suspicious of the Imperator and fear that he will swamp 
their ancient order with newly minted Senators from his swell- 
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ing armies. The appearance of a small but apparently compe- 
tent armed force — with a vast array of what appears to be bi- 
zarre siege machinery — on his land makes him fear the worst. 
He dispatches several spies to monitor the visitors and orders 
his retainers to avoid the camp. He also sends messengers to his 
co-conspirators in the Senate. At noon, two Sea Knight helicop- 
ters roar over Rome at 12,000 feet. 

Stunned, the pilots swoop in lower and lower. After a half-hour 
of sight- seeing, coming in as low as 1,000 feet, they can no long- 
er deny the evidence of their eyes — this is not the place or time 
they had occupied the day before. They leave to report. Behind 
them, they leave a city in chaos, as terrified Romans fee the aw- 
ful creatures in the sky. Sacrificial pyres fill the city with smoke, 
and priests of every religion shout in the streets. 

Imperator Augustus Caesar observes all of this, first as the Senate 
empties in the middle of a speech and then on horseback as he 
grimly follows the creatures to the city's borders at the head of 
a growing body of horsemen. As they recede into the distance, 
Augustus whirls and begins snapping orders. The horsemen 
vanish, and soon the city militia is calling for order. The three 
cohorts of the Praetorian Guard march from their barracks. 1,000 
men take up station on the western edge of the city, while 2,000 
more restore order, cracking heads where necessary. Caesar re- 
turns to the Senate, where Murena and a few men exchange 
knowing glances. "My fellow Romans," he says simply, "those 
were machines, not creatures. I've seen enough campaigns to 
know the difference." Grizzled military veterans in his audience 
are smart enough not to dwell long on the difference between 
their field experience and his. 

"It appears, gentlemen of the Senate, that we have a war on our 
hands." 



[DAY THREE] 

Nelson and his command staff are stunned. Not one 
of his men speaks more than a dozen words in Latin. 
Nelson begins assembling a list of possible inter- 
preters from his Spanish-speaking soldiers, and at 
the suggestion of a classically minded major he 
adds the dozen or so Marines fluent in German. 

He pores over the inventories. His aviation fuel 
won't last longer than six months, the high-oc- 
tane fuel necessary to run the Humvees maybe 
another year after that. He knows that he could 
technically rig machines to run on wood gas or 
even coal, but that seems highly impractical. 
He has ammunition. He has fuel. He has food. 
He has medical supplies. But he doesn't have 
that much of any of these things. The 35th MEU I 
was going to be dependent on a vast logistical 
pipeline from the first day of its deployment. He 
commanded one of the most powerful, terrifying 
forces in the world — especially in what appeared to 
be its new (old?) world — but it was one with a short 
half-life. 

He calls in a few of his senior commanders. And Delacroix. A 
decision has to be made soon. The men are increasingly terrified 
and stunned by whispers of what the sequestered Sea Knight 




crews discovered. Soon, demands for information will come. Af- 
ter that would come the realization that any of these men had 
the power and knowledge to lead a kingdom in this world. "We 
need a mission, and fast," Nelson says. "Or we're going to disin- 
tegrate and spread a civil war over this empire that'll leave it in 
such ruins the Mongols won't bother stopping here a thousand 
years from now." 

Delacroix steps forward and says, "Colonel, I may have an idea." 
As the conference progresses, a slight man is plucked from the 
swamp by two Marine sentries. His insistent declarations are in 
no language they recognize, although Private Hector Menen- 
dez finds something eerily familiar about it. What he wants is 
easy enough to understand, however — he wants to be taken to 
their leader. 

And 50 miles to the east, the Praetorian Guard assembles at the 
head of a hastily assembled force of volunteers and grey-headed 
veterans recalled to the standard. A banner snaps in the wind. 
A horn blows, drums roll, and 10,000 men begin marching west. 



[ DAY FOUR ] 

The slight man is Sixtus Murena, the son of Senator Murena. It 
took most of the night, but his offer has emerged: the Republi- 
can faction of the Senate is willing to offer the 35th MEU a siz- 
able fiefdom in return for attacking the Praetorian Guard and 
toppling Augustus. Through his interpreters, Colonel Nelson 
remarks dryly that a decision like that is above his pay grade. 

The Praetorian Guard covered five miles on Day 3, and another 
twelve on Day 4 — a third of the distance to the 35th MEU's 
camp. Augustus himself is in the camp. He is also reviewing a 
steady stream of messages. Emissaries have been dispatched to 
every governor in the empire to be on alert, but only two legions 
have been recalled — Augustus is firm in rejecting rumors 
of supernatural powers and his calm, measured response 
is helping to soothe terrified Romans. The Senate has au- 
thorized the formation of two new legions from veter- 
ans of the Civil Wars. The question of their command is 
a prickly one — Augustus has no desire to in fame the 
* * Senate by promoting 

L L one of his favorites, 
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r second legion's com- 
mander open for the moment, tasking Agrippa only 
with overseeing its formation. Neither will be ready 
ior deployment within a month. 

Two Marines vanish from Camp Tiber (one of several unoffi- 
cial names, along with Camp America, Camp Future, and Won- 
derland; Nelson is too busy to bother with an official one yet), as 
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does one Afghan national. It is assumed they have 
struck out in search of adventure, or even in hopes of 
reaching their homes. Colonel Nelson is forced to or- 
der sentries to shoot to kill anyone entering or leav- 
ing the camp. 

[ DAY FIVE ] 

First contact. 

Sixtus Murena remains in U.S. custody, despite 
creasingly agitated demands to return. Senator Mure 
na begins to regret his rash decision to approach 
the Invaders: what if their camp is overrun, 
and Sixtus is discovered there? What if Au- 
gustus's spies have already noted his ab- 
sence? He and his fellow conspirators de- 
bate and debate, but decide to do nothing 
but wait; they are comfortable men, and 
tempered by years of legislative experience 
to talk and observe. They are not men to 
seize the nettle. The fact that Augustus has 
an informer among their ranks is almost ir- 
relevant. 

The Praetorians close another 15 miles. The 
pace is exhausting for the hastily scraped-up 
auxiliaries, but marching on fine roads near 
Rome, even under 100-pound packs, is child's 
play for a Praetorian, a man who has never 
known air-conditioning, never sat in a cushioned 
chair, never greeted tropical storms or arctic gales 
with anything but Stoic resignation because he 
has never had a choice - unlike the men of the 35th, 
whose tempers are fraying under the stress of their 
predicament and their utter isolation. 



At 4 in the afternoon, with humid temperatures roasting 
American and Roman alike, a unit of 50 Roman cavalry 
in glittering metal armor appear on the horizon. Sergeant 
Alvin McCandless shouts to his men, who take up position 
behind a line of sandbags. M16A4S are trained on the Ro- 
mans, and a SAW is locked and loaded — .50-caliber bullets. 
Within five seconds, enough firepower to annihilate a legion is 
concentrated on Fulvius Bassus and his men. 



Bassus approaches cautiously but holds his head high and 
keeps his horse trotting at a confident pace. The Invaders shout 
something, but he pays them no heed. They're too far away for 
a parley, and he's not even close to bowshot range. He will up- 
hold the honor and dignity of Rome, and he will come in close 
enough to talk. 

There is a sudden fash of light. Something erupts in a cloud of 
dust in front of his horse. A split-second later, loud reports echo 
through the air. Now the Invaders are shouting again, their 
voices now unbelievably loud, with a strange hissing behind 
them that distorts the sounds into something inhuman. 

By re fex, Bassus and his men draw their swords. They should 
now return and report. But Bassus is years removed from serv- 
ice, and he is still getting reacquainted with the art of subordi- 
nating himself to commands. It is no longer easy for him to ig- 
nore the squirt of fear running through him, making his heart 
pound and his palms sweat. 




He repeats his orders. They will advance and parley. 
The Romans move forward. They are still far from 
bowshot, and his re flexes are honed by years of civil 
war against his fellow Romans. He expects the call to 
parley, not a fight. He has a hundred paces to go. 

Sergeant McCandless watches the Romans advance, ig- 
noring his warning shots and calls to halt. Their swords 
are drawn. He does not know the range of a Roman bow. 
He only knows that they are closing. He doesn't know 
what kind of weapons they have. He doesn't know how 
to talk to them. His nerves are frayed after four days 
without sleep, nightmares about his family rip- 
ping him out of the few minutes he can eke out 
before taking another go-pill. 



'FUCKING HALT! NOW!" 



"STOP!" he roars. 
Five seconds. 

"FIRE!" 



The bullets arc forward. Marine marksman- 
ship is the finest this world has ever seen, 
and Bassus and his men, trotting forward six 
abreast, make a fine target. They all drop. Hors- 
es and men shriek. McCandless orders men for- 
ward to take prisoners and dispatch the horses 
humanely. Within five minutes, a Humvee 
roars up. Nelson roars at McCandless furiously. 
He is relieved. Urgent conferences are called. 50 
horses are counted — and 49 Roman corpses. 

It is war. 



[DAY SIX ] 

Negotiations must begin. Nelson selects six men to head 
the team. Chaplain Garrity, the one man Nelson knows 
speaks Latin, is hunted down. He is found in a latrine, 
his wrists opened. The first suicide. Nelson selects Private 
Menendez to take his place as an interpreter; Menendez has 
been assigned to guard Sixtus Murena and has proven a quick 
study. 

The Marine negotiating team heads east in an armed convoy: 
three Humvees with two helicopters riding shotgun. Nelson is 
uneasy about this show of force, but he can't take the chance 
of losing a single man in a fight against an entire empire. He 
is watching the stock of MREs dwindle rapidly, and the camp 
is burning through its fuel to boil the Tiber's water. Engineers 
have devised charcoal filters, but Fort Wonderland is low on 
wood, along with almost everything else. And now he has 
gotten word of what appears to be a case of malaria. 

At noon, they meet a Praetorian patrol, doubled in strength 
since yesterday. Bassus was somehow unscratched. His report 
has sent the first real spasms of fear through Augustus. The Pra- 
etorians have begun adapting. They ready bows and javelins, 
not swords today. They are ten miles east of Wonderland. Ro- 
man spies have already established a screen around the camp, 
tightening the noose. Thousands of veterans are streaming into 
Rome as news of the Invasion spreads. 

Nelson's second-in-command steps out of the lead Humvee, 
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waving a white fag. He walks forward, 
his hands open. The Praetorians waver. 
Tales of Bassus's encounter have be- 
come rumor and legend already. The 
Invaders cursed him with magic. The 
Invaders broke a fag of truce. The In- 
vaders devoured the corpses. 

All it takes is one fool. One moment of 
rash terror. 



ALL IT TAKES 
IS ONE FOOL. 
ONE MOMENT 
OF RASH 
TERROR. 



But the Praetorians are the best their Empire has to offer. They 
are an elite, just as the Marines they face are. They are patriots, 
and they are cool tacticians. Eye to eye, the Marines and Praeto- 
rians take each other's measure. Today, things make sense. 

"I am sorry," says Major Terrence Washington. He holds his 
hands open. "On behalf of the United States and the U.S. Marine 
Corps, I apologize deeply for the misunderstanding." His gaze is 
level and honest. He has fought in Panama and Iraq, Afghani- 
stan and Iraq again. He has dealt with men who place honor 
above life. His eyes say what his words cannot. 

Javelins are lowered. As are ri fes. Across a hundred feet, and 
two thousand years, two men walk forward and clasp hands. 

And Senator Murena hears of this that evening, watching the 
glow of the Praetorians' camp torches from his veranda, and 
seethes. 



[ DAY SEVEN ] 

The Praetorian corpses are disinterred and returned, with full 
military honors. The first 21 -gun salute in the history of the 
world is fired. Augustus Caesar stands at attention. It takes all 
of Colonel Nelson's training and experience to stop him from 
staring. 



After a brief breakfast, Augustus tours Wonderland. He is given 
the honors due a visiting head of state. He glances over the ma- 
chines with a studiously cool eye. Only the slightest quickening 
of breath betrays his excitement when he sees the helicopters. 

Nelson admires the Imperator's reserve. He suppresses a smile 
once, when Augustus betrays shock — at the sight of Lieutenant 
Chou, next to Sergeant Guntersen and Private Gomez, all stand- 
ing at attention. Augustus's eyes slide over to measure Nelson, 
and Nelson hopes he misses the moment of levity. 

Nelson realizes that these men frighten Augustus more than 
any machine. They speak of an empire vaster than his own. 
Augustus can imagine the threat posed by a helicopter. An in- 
visible empire whose subjects come from across the earth, its 
interpreters jostling with his own in fragments of two dozen 
languages. ..Nelson regrets his decision to allow the tour, even if 
he has presented himself as an apologetic and accidental guest 
on Roman land. He has not given Augustus reason to respect 
the Marines as dutiful fighting men. He has given Augustus rea- 
son to annihilate them. 

Augustus makes excuses and cuts the visit short. Nelson hides 
his fear behind a stony exterior. Murena summons the conspira- 
tors again that evening. They talk, and now Murena urges them 
to action. 

By night, a cloaked figure approaches the Praetorian camp. 
Whispered signs are exchanged. The figure is ushered into the 
presence of Augustus. He details Murena's plan. 

Augustus glowers. He dismisses the informer. He does nothing. 



[ TO BE CONTINUED AT 
/r/ROMESWEETROME ] 
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Around the time when I was 14, I lived in Jakarta, Indonesia. The 
city is really dirty, and doesn't cater to my outdoorsy lifestyle, and 
on occasion, my dad and I would make trips outside the city to go fish- 
ing, explore or visit places most people normally wouldn't. 

One weekend, we had decided to book a fishing charter on the south 
side of Java. This was an advanced plan, so we couldn't control the 
weather that would happen. The first day, the weather was fairly de- 
cent. Overcast skies, with spotty sun; overall great fishing weather. We 
had caught a bunch offish and were getting ready to make an after- 
noon sushi meal, when the weather took a turn for the worse.. 

The clouds billowed up high, with shots of thunder ringing every few 
seconds. Since we were fairly far out on the ocean, there were very 
few places we could shelter ourselves for this storm. Indonesia is an 
archipelago, an island chain. We were^cfot far from an island, however, 
it was owned by someone unknown, and we were 
probably not welcome. 

Faster t 

The storm continued to drive away, forcing us to pull * » 
into a reef cutout at this small island. We jumped helleVe 
off the boat and swam through the reef cutout J 
towards the white sand beach. Me, being the out- HlOIlkfil 
doorsy type I am, started making a small lean-to out 
of pafm fronds-and driftwood. As soon as I had fin- GlfliptS t 
ished making the shelter, two Indonesian men walk — 
out of the jungle behind us, scaring the bajesus out EOlGSl < 
of my father and I. th© Cl©3 

Out of nowhere, these two (very) Indonesian men 
start speaking English. My father and me are suffi- 
ciently freaked out at this point, and start talking back to them. It turns 
out they are on this island, owned by some form of a US research con- 
tract and they are studying monkeys. There is an indigenous tribe of 
monkeys that live on this island, and they feed and study these mon- 
keys for some money. 

They invite us to stay in one of their bungalows, in exchange for sto- 
ries and some hard-to-get food. One of the perks of living in a for- 
eign country as a foreigner, is that we get to have some of our home 
countries food shipped to us. At the time (I remember clearly), we had 
hickory bacon smoked can cheese. (Yes, the Kraft canned cheese.) 

They absolutely loved the cheese, and the news and stories we had 
brought, and we sat around in an open-air shelter while the rain con- 
tinued to poufdown. After talking for a long while, sitting around a 

■ 



Faster tb|an I can 
believe, the entire 
monkey kingdom 
erupts out of the 
forest and onto 
the clearing 



fire, and eating cheesgiand crackers, we decided to retire for the night. 

I woke up the next rhorning to beautiful sunlight streaming through 
the cracks in the roof and walls. I walked outside to see a few monkeys 
messing around>*n the small clearing outside of the living area. I see 
they are throwing around nut shells, and I end up getting pegged by 
one of the monkeys. * 

Faster than I can believe, the entire mojpkey kingdom erupts out of 
the forest and onto the clearing, including one larger, meaner and 
musculadpoking 4 foot monkey. I looked him straight in'^he eyes (re- 
ally, really bad mistake on my part), and was promptly pelted from 
every direction with shells and banana peels. The research dudes had 
woken up at this point, and were yelling at me to lay on the ground. 

I continued to get pelted with shells, branches^ banana peels. Every- 
thing except feces (thankfully), until I was laying" flat to the ground. 

The lead monkey runs towards me at this pwint, 
w and, just inches from my face, tries looking me 

**** * WC111 j n t h e eves ah t h e w hile, the research guys are 

lie entire y e "' n 9 at me not t0 ma ^ e anv eve contact, and 

to avoid it at all costs. I end up with my nose in 

kingdom t ' ie c " rt ' starin 9 stra '9ht at the ground. 

- r - ■ After what seems like an eternity, I feel a furry 

K Ul 1116 hand at my chin, pulling up. I follow the move- 

ments, and am greeted with the lead monkeys 
chest. I continue to avoid eye contact, and only 
[JHI squat up to the point where I am still shorter 

than he is. The research assistants are now tell- 
ing me that I am part of the tribe, and when 
feeding time comes (shortly), I will have to eat with the tribe. 

They bring out nuts, bananas, mangoes, etc. All the food that monkeys 
normally eat. I continue sitting at the back of the monkey pack, and as 
soon as the feasting begins, a banana is thrown at me from the king 
monkey. He motions for me to eat it, and of course, I comply. It was 
probably the best banana I had ever eaten. 

After feeding time, the tribe disappears back into the woods, and I am 
free to walk around again. The research assistants all congratulate me 
on joining the monkey tribe, and lead us back to where we beached 
at the previous afternoon. My dad and I swim back to the boat, wave 
goodbye to the researchers, throw them some more food, and go on 
our way. ■ jf- 
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BUTCHERFACE 
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PART ONE 

In 1997, my friend (who we'll call Chris) moved 
across state. At that time, we were 1 0, we didn't 
really have much of a way to see each other be- 
sides getting a ride by our parents to one or the 
other's house, which would be a hassle for our 
parents so we eventually lost contact. During 
this time, I had only gotten the chance to visit 
his house once. 

Like I said, we lost contact with each other for 
ten years, that is until Chris contacted a mu- 
tual friend through Myspace. We made plans 
to hook up and hang out, now that we have 
our own means of transportation it was much 
easier. After maybe a month of this, Chris men- 
tioned that his family will be remodeling the 
house and I offered my help. Him and his father 
gladly accepted the offer since the previous 
owner(s) apparently didn't keep up on it them- 
selves. 

A couple weeks later, I drive down one week- 
end and we start tearing up carpeting, ripping 
off wallpaper, etc. The basement had been 
changed into a room for Chris some years be- 
fore and while half of the floor was concrete, 
the other half seemed to have been torn up 
and replaced with floorboards and one of the 
boards had become warped and broke, leav- 
ing it protruding up under the carpet so they 
wanted to replace it. 

We tore the carpet up and started ripping out 
the floorboards when we found what looked 
like a hole dug about five feet into the ground 
under the floor. Chris jumped down there 
thinking he could get better leverage to tear up 
the boards when he said something was down 
there. His father got a flashlight and we jumped 
down to check it out. It turned out to be a very 
warn box. It looked similar to a shoebox but it 
was about three feet long and extremely dam- 
aged by the elements. It was so tattered that 
you wouldn't be able to pick it up in one piece. 
We believed that whatever was in it would be 
just as damaged, but when we ripped it open, 
we noticed that whatever was in it had the add- 
ed protection of a black trash bag. Chris picked 
up the trash bag and it's contents made the 
sound of plastic hitting plastic. We were curious 
as to what's in there so we brought it upstairs 
and cut the bag open with a pair of scissors 
and found 24 unmarked videotapes. Chris and 
I were curious as to what was on them but his 
father claimed that they were most likely some- 
body's old bootleg collection and if we're still 
curious we should check them out later after 
we were done for the day. 



Since the plan was for me to stay the night 
and help them out the next day and leave that 
Sunday night, we decided to watch them that 
night. Since Chris's father was tired and didn't 
really care what was on the tapes he went to 
bed a little bit early that night. So, we pulled 
their old VCR from their attic, hooked it up to 
the tv in Chris's room and took one of the tapes 
out of the bag and slipped it in. 

The tapes certainly weren't bootlegged mov- 
ies like Chris's father believed. They were the 
home movies of an unknown man we eventu- 
ally began to call Butcherface.There was seem- 
ingly no flow from one scene to the next. It was 
like he would just film something random for 
what was usually just a couple minutes then 
put the camera away for god knows how long 
until he found something else that interested 
him. Most of the footage was random footage 
like him turning on the camera, facing a chair. 
He would walk out from behind the camera, to 
the chair, push it over onto the floor, walk back 
to the camera and turn it off. Or him playing 
with a random spider, which he would talk to 
in a low, childlike voice, then end the tape with 
him squashing it. Or him just filming down at 
his feet as he walks while deeply breathing.The 
one thing that always stuck out about all the 
footage is that on the few times that his face 
was shown, he was seen wearing what looked 
like a burlap sack tightly tied around his head 
with twine with two eye holes cut out. He was 
also a big guy, being easily over 6 feet tall with 
a decent build, with some muscles, but not be- 
ing buff. 

A lot of the footage was much more creepy 
and sinister. Some of the footage was of him 
videotaping people leaving buildings and 
houses. He was obviously hiding somewhere 
across the street from these locations and he 
was often breathing loudly. Even worse were 
the things he videotaped himself doing. One 
piece of footage showed him sitting at a table, 
with a rat trapped in an empty large pickle jar. 
He unscrewed the pickle jar, took the rat out, 
slowly put his hand on it's head and started 
twisting until it stopped screaming. He twist- 
ed a little more until it's head was completely 
ripped off the body, then he turned the cam- 
era off. Another clip showed him in a barn 
(which there was no barn on my friends prop- 
erty, so we don't know where this was filmed). 
He turned the camera on,showing a pig tied to 
a post. He walked over to the pig with an ax in 
his hand and hacked it's head off. 

What was really creepy was that most of the 



footage was shot in what was now my friends 
house. It was always dark in the footage, like 
this man didn't like to have lights on, but we did 
recognize various locations of the house. One 
piece of footage was obviously shot in the liv- 
ing room which showed Butcherface using a 
large hunting knife to cut the power cord off of 
something we couldn't see, wrapping this cord 
tightly around his arm, grunting and moaning 
as he does it, and using the knife to cut deep 
cuts into his hand and arm. One disturbing clip 
showed him standing in front of a table in the 
kitchen. On the table was a clothes iron. He then 
unzipped his pants, took out his penis, put it on 
the table and pressed the hot iron against it. He 
screamed but didn't take it off for about 30 sec- 
onds. He finally took it off, limped over to the 
camera and turned it off. 

What freaked us out the most was a clip of 
Butcherface in what used to be Chris's upstairs 
bedroom before he moved to the basement. He 
turned the camera on and showed the whole 
room covered in what appeared to be hun- 
dreds of lit candles. They were on every table, 
chair and shelf.The walls were covered in paint- 
ings of grotesque and ghostly faces. He then 
walked to a corner of the room and started furi- 
ously carving something into the floor with the 
hunting knife. He would stab it into the floor 
and drag it around, pull it out and stab again. 
Since that room was vacant at the moment and 
used for storage, and was going to be reno- 
vated anyway, Chris's father let us tear up the 
carpet in that area of the room. What we found 
was a section of the floor that had been heav- 
ily sanded down with no real evidence of what 
had been carved there. Another tape showed 
footage of Butcherface in that same room, with 
even more candles. He was on his knees, facing 
away from the camera, with his arms in the air, 
screaming to be brought "to the pits of pain 
and torture" (one interesting thing about this 
clip is that he only had three fingers on his left 
hand, missing his pinky and ring finger. He had 
all five fingers in the previous clips and we think 
he cut them off) .That was the last clip of that 
tape and the camera appeared to run out of 
tape. The last piece of footage on the last tape 
showed Butcherface furiously digging the hole 
that we found in the basement. He was digging 
fast and breathing heavily. He was constantly 
grunting. His shirt was off but he still had the 
mask on. After a couple minutes of him just dig- 
ging. He started talking, saying something like 
"this is it.This is it.They wont know.They'll never 
find me.This is where I'll hide." 
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PART TWO 

About two weeks after we found the Butcher- 
face tapes, we were getting tired with having 
to lug the VCR up and down those steep attic 
steps, because Chris's father for some reason 
kept asking us to put it back up there when we 
weren't using it. Chris's younger brother (lets call 
him Evan), mentioned that he could convert the 
tapes to DVD using equipment at his college. Af- 
ter some haggling and way too much negotiat- 
ing, if we (being newly 21 at the time) would pay 
for the liquor bill for a party that friends of Evan's 
were having (who were 19 at the time), he'd do 
it the next day. 

When that day came, both Chris and I were wait- 
ing anxiously in the kitchen for when Evan got 
home. When he finally walked in the door an 
hour later, he said he'd be back, and he was look- 
ing extremely pale. We asked him if he was done 
converting and he jumped in our faces saying 
that we never told him what was on the tapes. 
Apparently, he didn't actually hear what we were 
talking about and only heard that we wanted 
some tapes converted. He thought they were 
more like old family recordings like Christmas 
or birthday videos. We calmed him down and 
asked him if he converted the tapes. He said "no" 
and quickly left the room. We were disappointed 
and started talking about what to do next when 
Evan came back into the room with his father 
behind him. 

After talking about what was on the tapes, Evan 
retrieved them from his car and the four of us 
watched every one of the 24 tapes together. Af- 
ter the last tape was finished ("this is it. This is 
it. They wont know. They'll never find me. This 
is where I'll hide."), Chris's father's face was just 
as pale as Evan's was earlier. He leaned back in 
his chair and said"... That was creepy" An hour 
of talking that night ended with us wanting 
to know who was on the tapes. I left for home 
soon after with the understanding that I would 
be kept in the loop on what we would do next, 
which was to figure out the previous owners of 
the house. 

A couple days later from there I got a phone call 
from Chris saying that it took them a little while 
(they found nothing on the county website) but 
they found some history on the house at the 
town library (on something called a "reverse 
directory") about a previous owner who had it 
in the mid-80's. After a few unanswered phone 
calls, we decided to visit these people in person. 
So, that Friday, me, Chris, and his father drove to 
their house and knocked on the door, only to be 
greeted by two 80-something year old women. 
Chris's father told them that his family was liv- 
ing in their old house and asked if we could ask 
them some questions about it. They refused to 
let us in their house but they did tell us about 
the house. 

It turned out that the both of them were sis- 
ters (Their first names were Shirley and Louise), 
and Louise turned out to be the former owner 
of the house, but never lived in it. She and her 



husband bought the house and were planning 
to add some new wiring and plumbing before 
moving in, but her husband had a severe stroke 
not too long after buying it and eventually died. 
With the combination of hospital and funerary 
bills, Louise couldn't afford fixing up and mov- 
ing into the house and moved in with her sister 
instead. But, she did mention that during that 
time, the house was known to be home to a 
fair number of homeless people who would be 
regularly chased off the property. We also asked 
if either of them had a son and they both said 
"no"We left without many answers. 

A couple weeks later, Chris and I had gone to 
the movies with his girlfriend (I think he was 
trying to get his mind off the tapes because I 
could tell that he was still creeped out).We were 
talking about how much the movie sucked (Spi- 
derman 3), when Chris slammed on the breaks. 
We practically skidded about 30 feet and I was 
choked by my seatbelt and his girlfriend, who 
wasn't wearing a seatbelt, was almost thrown 
into the front seat. We started screaming at him, 
asking him what the hell he was doing when 
we looked at what he was staring at and saw 
a house. It looked familiar to me but I couldn't 
put my finger on it. I looked back to Chris and 
he said "that house is on the tapes". Then I re- 
membered, one of the houses that Butcherface 
had watched people come and go from was 
right there, not 20 feet from us. We knocked on 
the door but no one answered so we decided 
to come back later. When we got back to Chris's 
house, I noticed the VCR hooked back up to 
Chris's TV in his room. I asked him about it and 
he said he'd been watching the tapes again for 
any clues. No wonder why he was still creeped 
out.That night, when I got home, I got a phone 
call from Chris. He was whispering and said that 
he thinks he saw someone walking around his 
backyard. 

Two days later, I agreed to sleep over and see 
for myself. Chris was claiming to see glimpses 
of someone standing or walking around in his 
backyard but it was always too dark to see any 
detail, both of the previous nights. I was set up 
to sleep on a couch that was on the now re- 
boarded up hole we first found the tapes in. 
Very little sleeping actually went on that night 
because we stayed up in the living room, star- 
ing out the sliding glass door to the backyard. 
We were talking about how we weren't even 
sure if he actually hurts people, when Chris 
suddenly leans forward and points out the 
window and said "See! Right there. Do you see 
that shadow or something?" I jumped up and 
flipped the switch to the deck lights but they 
didn't go on. So, we got flashlights and went out 
to look. Besides some tree branches blowing in 
the wind, we found nothing. At around 4am, we 
decided to get some sleep. I only stayed on the 
couch a couple hours because I felt a draft that 
I think was coming between the boards on the 
floor. I went home the next afternoon thinking 
the night before was a dud, until I got a frantic 
phone call that night. 



Someone had broken into Chris's house while 
they were out. The sliding glass door to the 
backyard was completely smashed with broken 
glass having been thrown all the way across the 
living room and into the dining room. I drove 
back because they wanted me as a witness to 
see a shadow in the backyard. They showed 
me around and I saw that this person had com- 
pletely tossed the living room, dining room, and 
kitchen. In the bathroom, the mirror over the 
medicine cabinet had been smashed and all 
the meds in the medicine cabinet were miss- 
ing. Something else was missing which was a 
lot more disconcerting. Four knives had been 
removed from the knife holder in the kitchen. I 
stayed there for about an hour and decided to 
go home and it was only when after I left that 
I realized that the Butcherface tapes was never 
mentioned to the cops. A little while after I got 
home I got another call from Chris saying that 
they had found the missing knives, under the 
blankets of each of the family members beds. 

That weekend, Chris and his father decided to 
look around the house more thoroughly to see 
if Butcherface had left any other clues to his 
former presence in the house. I came over to 
help and the only room they said they've never 
thoroughly looked around in since getting the 
house was the attic, so we decided to start there. 
It didn't take long to find anything because al- 
most immediately, I came across an old looking 
trash bag in one of the corners. I picked it up and 
heard the tinking sound of glass against glass. 
We brought it downstairs and cut it open and 
found it completely full of liquor bottles and 
used syringes. Using rubber gloves, we removed 
every object one at a time. It was almost all bot- 
tles and syringes and the occasional trash, until 
we got to the bottom. 

At the bottom of the bag we found a shoebox. It 
was stained and worn, we couldn't even see the 
brand of shoe that used to be in it. We carefully 
took it out and removed the top (which seemed 
to have been glued closed). Inside was a series of 
papers and photos. The photos were disturbing. 
One was a close-up of a hand covered in pins 
(those ones with the long point with the tiny 
ball of colored plastic at one end). There were 
so many of them that it looked like a porcupine. 
Another one had a (presumably) dead dog lying 
on the ground (All we could really see of it's sur- 
roundings was the dirt of the ground. Behind it 
was too dark). We assume it was dead because it 
was missing half it's face.The flesh of the side of 
the face that was facing the camera was gone, 
making it look like it was smiling with a lidless 
eye. There were a lot more picture including a 
cow with blood on it's mouth, a very pale looking 
foot, various 70's and 80's era toys, a collection of 
knives, a hand and arm painted multiple colors 
like patchwork, and a close-up of an eyeball. 

The papers were pretty freaky as well. They were 
a combination of drawings and writings. Most of 
the writings were what seemed like a wish list 
of murder, listing practically every way imagina- 
ble how to kill people. Others seemed to be ran- 
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dom thoughts, like how he accidentally pissed 
his pants while at the movies or how he has an 
"infectious evil" and that he'll spread that to his 
"disciples"Some of the drawings were similar to 
the ones seen on some of the tapes on the walls 
in Chris's old room. Others were more detailed 
and showed corpses of various states of decay 
and of strange creatures. They were humanoid 
but they all had a demonic look to them, with 
many of them shown standing on all fours. One 
thing that showed up often was a strange sym- 
bol. It looked like the letter C with the gap in the 
C pointing down, with a V laid on top of it. When 
we got to the bottom of the box, we found an- 
other tape, one that we'll never get to watch, be- 
cause it was completely coated in candle wax. 

Running out of clues, we decided to re-visit the 
old women, who owned the house in the 80's, 
again. It had been almost two months since we 
last visited them and we grew to realize that 
their story didn't quite make sense. For instance, 
Louise claimed to have given up on the house, 
yet on the tapes we could see that the house 
had power (why would she have continued pay- 
ing the power bill if she didn't want the house?). 
They also mention that homeless people had 
been regularly arrested or chased off the prop- 
erty by the cops but we found no records of this. 
We tried calling them but just like last time, we 
got no answer, so we decided to drop by again. 
When we got there we found the house aban- 
doned. We went next door and asked the neigh- 
bor if they knew where the two old ladies that 
lived next door had gone.They told us that Lou- 
ise had died (but they didn't know how) about 
three weeks earlier and Shirley abruptly packed 
up and moved away a week later. While Chris's 
father was talking to the neighbor, Chris pulled 
me aside and whispered "we're breaking into 
that house" 

That same night, we waited until it was late and 
drove to the old ladies former house. We had 
never broken into a house before in our lives 
and we were dressed in the stereotypical burglar 
outfit, black shirt and pants and a black hockey 
mask (I know, stupid).When we got to the house, 
we were so nervous that we didn't even leave 
the car for a good 45 minutes. When we felt as- 
sured that the neighborhood was asleep, we got 
out of the car and crept into the backyard and 
to the backdoor. We looked into the window on 
the door but it was too dark to see anything. I 
took my shirt off and put it up against the win- 
dow and gave it a punch, breaking the glass. It 
felt surprisingly loud but that could have been 
because it was so quiet, and the neighbors nev- 
er woke up so I guess it really wasn't that loud. I 
reached in through the hole in the glass and un- 
latched the door, then we had a whispered fight 
over who will go in first. It actually got down to 
a game of rock, paper, scissors, which I won so 
Chris went in first. 

We crept in hunched over and I closed the door 
behind me, accidentally slamming it, giving 
Chris a good jump that we couldn't help laugh- 
ing over. We snuck around the house with our 



flashlights shining over the walls. As a side note, 
I really don't see how much they really would 
have fixed up Chris's house when they had it 
because this one looked like crap. The wallpa- 
per was probably older than me and Chris com- 
bined. But anyway, we went into the living room 
and found a huge pile of trash lying in the far 
corner with a depression in the middle, like a 
person or a large dog had used it as a bed. We 
went upstairs and found something that con- 
nected this house to Chris's. In one of the bed- 
rooms was a pile of pill bottles. Some of the pill 
bottles were the ones stolen from Chris's bath- 
room medicine cabinet. We knew this because 
some of them had his mother and fathers name 
on them and one of them was Chris's back pain 
medicine (from an injury that happened a cou- 
ple years ago that will require surgery).That was 
al I we needed to see so we booked it back down 
the stairs and to the door, but when we got to 
the door, I jumped back, knocking both me and 
Chris down. On the inside of the back door was 
the CV symbol from Butcherface's notes. After 
we got back to the car, Chris said something 
that creeped the both of us out. If Butcherface 
really is living in that house, he probably wasn't 
there because he was staking out Chris's house 
right now. 

Later that week, I visited Chris's house again 
and as soon as I walked into the door, I knew I 
walked into an air of distress. Chris's mother and 
brother were pacing back and forth in the living 
room, looking out the window into the back- 
yard. I walked in and asked what was going on 
and looked out the window and saw Chris and 
his father in the backyard screaming at each 
other and behind them was a large bonfire that 
was almost nothing more than cinders. Chris's 
mother said their dog, Bracket, had gone miss- 
ing but didn't say anything else. I opened the 
(now replaced) sliding glass door and walked 
out to meet them. As soon as Chris's father saw 
me, he became even angrier. Chris met me half- 
way to the fire and said "I had to tell them that 
we broke into that house" I asked why and he 
said that he thinks that Butcherface took their 
dog as payback for breaking into his home. I 
asked what was on the fire and Chris told me 
that what his father was burning was Butcher- 
face's notes, photos, and tapes. Everything had 
been burned to ashes. During this, his father 
had walked up behind him and said "I'm end- 
ing this right now. I'm burning everything so 
that you guys can't get into any more trouble." 
As he said this, he continued past us and into 
the backdoor of his garage and came back with 
a shovel, adding "and I'm burying the ashes to 
put this to rest for good" and started digging a 
hole at the back of his yard close to the woods. 

Chris pulled me back into the house and 
started talking about all of this was unfair, how 
could his father just burn the tapes like that, 
they were so close to figuring out who Butch- 
erface was, etc.Then his mother called for us 
from upstairs. We came up and she pointed 
out the door to his father who had stopped 



digging and was looking into the hole he had 
dug so far. We walked outside and crossed the 
yard to the hole that his father was still looking 
into. When we got to it, we realized why he was 
frozen there, because just a couple feet into 
the hole was (after more digging, turned out to 
be) over 30 skeletons of cats, dogs, and other 
animals.This is when we started calling him 
Butcherface. 



PART 3 

After Chris's father burned Butcherface's media 
(including the art, photos, and tapes) I think eve- 
ryone (including me) hoped that Chris would let 
it go. I know I was willing to let it go. But, it wasn't 
long after that Chris began looking for any evi- 
dence of other media by Butcherface. He would 
occasionally talk (just to me) about strange 
tapes and art found in other parts of the country 
but most of it seemed sketchy, which even Chris 
was completely willing to admit. My attitude be- 
gan to change about looking into Butcherface 
around this time when I was sitting at my desk 
and caught myself absentmindedly drawing 
Butcherface's CV symbol on a piece of paper. 

Roughly two weeks after Chris's dog disap- 
peared and his father burned all evidence of 
Butcherface, Chris showed up on my doorstep 
saying that he wanted to go back to the house 
we found that was on the tapes. We showed up 
at the house around 6pm on a Wednesday, hop- 
ing that anybody living there would be home 
from work. We went to the door and knocked. 
The person who answered the door was a man 
roughly in his 50's. It turned out that he did actu- 
ally live in the house in the mid-80's, when we 
believe the tapes were shot. We told him about 
the tapes and how his house was on the them 
and asked if anything strange had happened 
around that time. He said that they had nothing 
like what was on the tapes but there was a point 
when they realized that someone had been liv- 
ing in their shed in the backyard. The shed had 
since been torn down but he did remember that 
there was a carving left on the doorframe. We 
asked him what it was and he pulled out a pad 
of paper and drew the CV symbol. 

The very next day, Chris's mother was walking 
around in their backyard and came across their 
dog. He had been ripped open from the neck to 
the stomach and placed in the still open hole 
his father had dug two weeks earlier. The cops 
had been called and they were finally told about 
Butcherface. Since Chris's father had burned 
everything, they really had no evidence that the 
dog had been killed by a person and labeled it 
an animal mauling. 

It wasn't long after that that I came home to find 
my front door open. I walked up the front steps 
and saw that the door was swung open, only 
hanging on one hinge. It being dark out, I flipped 
the light switch just inside the door and it didn't 
come on. I went around the house to the shed in 
the backyard and grabbed the most menacing 
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thing I could that was near the door, which was 
a pitchfork. Going back to the front door, I pulled 
out my cell phone and called 91 1 . After making 
the call, I cautiously entered the house making 
sure the pitchfork was in front of me. I crept up 
the stairs and got to the nearest light switch and 
flipped it, but this one wasn't working either. I 
came to the conclusion that the power was cut. 
Using my cell phone as a flashlight, I got a look at 
the damage done. The leather couch had been 
slashed open with many cuts and the filling 
pulled out and the glass doors on the kitchen 
cabinets had been smashed. More than half the 
liquor bottles in the liquor cabinet were missing 
and the medicine in the medicine cabinet was 
gone.lt all seemed very familiar. I mean, even my 
1 3 year old dogs arthritis pills were taken. 

Speaking of the dog, Drake, he has an anxiety 
problem so we keep him in a crate whenever 
we leave the house.Thinking of what happened 
to Chris's dog, I ran down the hall, to the office, 
where the crate is kept. I shined what little light 
I had from my phone on the crate and saw it's 
door open and it looked empty. I stepped for- 
ward afraid at what I'd see and shone the light 
into the crate, and saw Drake cowering in the 
back, whimpering. That's when the cops pulled 
up.Myfamilycamehomesoon afterwards. When 
the cops asked us if we had any enemies (since 
the house mostly just seemed to be tossed) I 
had to tell them about Butcherface. While the 
cops were looking around, they noticed that the 
power hadn't been cut. It turned out that every 
single light bulb in the whole house had been 
partially unscrewed. Leaving the light bulb in 
the socket but not able to light up. This was the 
first time my family had heard about Butcher- 
face and they asked me to stop seeing Chris. 

I hadn't so much as talked to Chris on the phone 
for almost two months after that. Very little had 
happened in that time but something still didn't 
feel right as well. For one thing, my sister, who 
works nights, started asking me to stand at the 
front door and wait until she got in her car when- 
ever she left, since she leaves after dark. I asked 
a couple times why but she never gave an an- 
swer. It's like she just felt creeped out or that she 
was being watched whenever she went outside. 
Our dog still seemed to be spooked too. When- 
ever we'd tie him outside, he'd only do his busi- 
ness and come right back in, which is very out of 
character for him. One day, I was standing at my 
backdoor, looking into the backyard, thinking of 
all of this when my eyes locked onto the shed in 
the backyard and I remembered the story told to 
us by the people we talked to whose house we 
saw on the tapes.They found evidence of some- 
one living in their shed. I went to my room and 
picked a sword from my sword collection (yeah, 
I'm a nerd) and went out to the shed. I crossed 
the yard and when I got to the shed, I found it 
unlocked. I opened the door and looked inside, 
only using the sunlight since there's no power 
running to it. I immediately saw a pile of trash in 
the far corner. It was a loose pile of tarps, cloth 
from umbrellas, and trash bags and had a com- 



pression in the middle like someone had been 
lying in it. Off to the side of the pile was the 
missing liquor bottles from inside the house 
and some garbage. This guy had been living 
in the shed and there was a good chance that 
he had been there since the house was broken 
into two months ago. For all I knew, he could 
have been in there that night when I went to 
the shed for the pitchfork, watching me. I didn't 
want to freak out my family so I cleaned it up in 
secret. At the bottom of the bedding of trash I 
fount a ratty notebook. I only half opened it to 
a random page, saw some very familiar artwork 
and immediately closed it, tore it up, and threw 
it in the trash. 

A couple weeks later, I got a phonecall from 
Chris. He said he was still doing some looking 
around and found some strange stuff. Before I 
could say that I didn't want to hear it, he said 
he went back to the house of the women who 
were the former owners of the house who we 
had talked to before. Before I could respond 
to this he said "they lied. Come see me tomor- 
row." The next day, without telling my family, I 
drove back to Chris's house. When I got there, I 
was greeted by his mother who seemed to be 
in a good mood. I asked her how it was going 
and (knowing what I was talking about) she 
said nothing strange had happened there for 
a couple months. I asked where Chris was and 
she pointed to the stairs that led down to his 
basement bedroom. I opened the door and 
immediately heard Chris talking but I couldn't 
quite hear what he was saying, but assumed 
that he was talking to his girlfriend. When I got 
to a point on the stairs that I could see into his 
room, I saw that he was sitting in front of his 
desk, talking to a video camera. 

I asked him what the hell he was doing and he 
smiled and said "nothing" and turned off the 
camera and slid it back between his monitor 
and computer tower like it wasn't strange that 
he was talking to a camerajust like Butcherface 
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did. By this time I had gotten to the bottom of 
the stairs and Chris stood from his chair and im- 
mediately changed the subject. He walked up to 
me and started talking about how, a couple days 
before, he drove to the house of the old women 
who used to own his house. When he got there 
he parked across the street and waited. He knew 
that the former owner of the house, Louise, had 
died and that her sister,Shirley, moved away soon 
after and that someone had been living in her 
house since then. He was hoping to see Butch- 
erface either entering or leaving the house. In- 
stead, he saw Shirley pull into the driveway.They 
got out of their cars at the same time. Shirley ap- 
parently didn't see Chris because she just con- 
tinued to the house. By the time he caught up to 
her she had already gone into the house, but she 
then began to back out, apparently shocked at 
something she saw in there. When he got to her 
she was already back on the porch. He started 
talking to her and she finally told him what she 
really knew about Butcherface. 

Like we already knew, she started with when her 
sister, Louise,and her husband bought the house, 
they wanted to replace the wiring and plumb- 
ing but before that could happen Louise's hus- 
band got sick and eventually died. This is where 
they left it story off before. What they didn't 
tell us is that a couple years after her husbands 
death, Louise still couldn't afford paying for it so 
she decided to sell it instead. After it just sitting 
there for not too long they thought it would be 
a relatively easy fix so they, in their early 60's at 
the time, decided to fix it up themselves. When 
they arrived to check out the house for the first 
time, they found the house like it looks in the 
videos, with garbage everywhere and drawings 
on the walls with burnt out candles everywhere, 
and a hole in the basement.They began to clean 
it up, picking up the garbage, putting up cheap 
wallpaper, putting down carpeting, and board- 
ing up the hole in the basement as best they 
could. One thing she mentioned that we never 
noticed, is that in the hole in the basement, there 
was another hole in the cinderblock wall foun- 
dation that led into the backyard. They bricked 
up the hole, but due to their budget (and she 
apparently also blamed their old age) they nev- 
er used any mortar. They just laid the bricks in 
place and left it at that. Chris asked her if they 
put the videos in the hole and she outright re- 
fused. We determined that if anybody knew 
where that hole in the wall was, they could just 
remove the cinderblocks and get into the hole 
and do whatever they wanted there. . . like hid- 
ing some tapes. We went out to his backyard 
to see if this was true and we did indeed find a 
patch of the cinderblock wall where you could 
remove the blocks. They seemed to have fresh 
scrape marks like they had been recently moved 
but we couldn't be sure. 

Chris's and Louise's conversation continued with 
her telling him that while cleaning out the kitch- 
en, they found a rectangular object wrapped in 
tin foil. They unwrapped it and found a video 
tape. They brought it back home and popped 
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it in their VCR and watched it. There was no pic- 
ture, the screen was just black like he had left 
the lens cap on, but it seemed to be intentional 
because what the video lacked in visuals, it com- 
pensated with sound. He said she described it 
as rants and strange noises for the entire tape. 
He said she then ended their conversation and 
quickly walked back to her car, leaving her old 
houses door open, and drove away. Chris then 
abruptly changed the subject by jumping back 
to his desk and pulling a folder out of a drawer 
and opening it up. The papers inside were print- 
outs of various disconnected websites showing 
pictures of stills from video tapes, drawings, pho- 
tos, and carving that all looked familiar. He said 
"look. They're from all over the country, includ- 
ing some bits of Mexico and Canada. Some of 
these apparently even appear in some places of 
Europe. It's like he's traveling around and leaving 
this stuff wherever he can." Chris then said that 
he will continue his investigation into Butcher- 
face. 

That investigation continued for four years. 
Until last weekend. 

I hate to make this sound cliched but Chris be- 
came pretty obsessed with trying to find out 
who Butcherface was. His investigation was 
slow. Finding the occasional picture or video. He 
even traveled to a town near Denver Colorado 
because he believed he found what he called a 
nest (a place where Butcherface seemed to ap- 
pear often, much like around our area) but didn't 
find much. We were never really sure what was 
fueling Chris's interest in Butcherface since he 
had no more of Butcherface's media anymore 
since his father burned it all. Then, last week, we 
found where it was all coming from. 

I had come by because we were planning to see 
Transformers 3 but we never got to go. I pulled 
into his driveway at the same time as his girl- 
friend. We both got out of our cars and laughed 
at the coincidence of the both of us getting there 
at the same time and walked into his house. His 
family was working so we just walked into the 
house and down the stairs to his room. We hung 
out for a little while, Chris and his girlfriend sit- 
ting on his bed with me sitting at the desk. We 
were chit chatting and I was spinning the chair I 
was in when I happened to noticed a tape lean- 
ing against the speaker to his computer. 

I picked up the tape and asked him what it was. 
He immediately got a "oh shit" look on his face. 
When his girlfriend got into the questioning, he 
finally broke down and admitted that it was the 
tape the old ladies had found in the house in the 
80's. He said that when he talked to Shirley that 
time in front of her house where she told him 
when they found the tape,she also gave the tape 
to him, and he chose to leave that part out of the 
story four years ago. This in when we knew he 
had a problem. We asked him to stop listening 
to the tape. We asked him to stop this search for 
Butcherface. It has never led to anything good. 

So, that next week (that is to say, this week) we 
decided to go to a cabin that Chris's girlfriend's 



family owns on a lake a couple towns over to 
finally finish it, we didn't know how right we 
were. We arrived at the cabin in the afternoon 
of Monday. It was me, Chris, his girlfriend, and 
our Friend Jesse. We filled Jesse in on the whole 
Butcherface story as we knew it on the drive 
down, and he immediately regretted coming 
along. Chris brought everything he had on 
Butcherface and soon after we got there, he 
asked if we could watch the last tape one final 
time. Jesse wanted to see what the fuss was 
about and I must admit I was curious to check 
it out myself. The cabin had no cable, phone 
line, cell phone signal, or internet access so they 
only form of entertainment was to watch mov- 
ies so they actually had a VCR still there with a 
decent VHS collection. We popped the tape into 
the VCR and turned it on. As mentioned before, 
this tape had nothing visual and was all audio. 
It began with clicking sounds like from an in- 
sect that would start off slowand gofasterthen 
slow down and go fast again. It then changed 
to a quiet talking, like a whisper. The voice 
talked about how he had an infectious evil and 
wanted to spread it to his disciples and then it 
just faded out like he just walked away from 
the camera. There were more noises of what 
sounded like animals walking around a inside 
a building and a high screeching noise that 
lasted for a good five minutes.There was more 
talking where he called people zombies and 
cows and how only a few were worthy for "the 
pit" followed by a jabbering sound like he was 
humming while wiggling his tongue around. 

That night, we lit a bonfire and Chris burned 
every note, picture, schematic, and the last 
tape he had about Butcherface. The next day 
we spent most of the morning watching mov- 
ies (regular movies), and we went out on a row 
boat and explored the lake for a couple hours. 
We got back and hung out on the shore with 
some drinks. I must admit, it reminded me of 
that time I walked into Chris's house and met 
his mother. She was in such a good mood after 
not having any problems with Butcherface any- 
more.lt felt almost exactly like that.At one point, 
Chris's girlfriend came out and asked if any of us 
knew where her iPod was. She claimed that she 
left it in it's docking bay, which was also missing. 
She kept accusing us of hiding it from her. 

At this point, it was starting to get dark and we 
began going back into the cabin one by one. I 
was the last one in and I didn't close the door. 
Me, Chris, and his girlfriend were in their room 
looking for the iPod and it's docking station 
when Jesse, who was still out in the living room 
yelled "Holy fuck!" We ran out into the living 
room and he said that he just saw a person run 
by the open door outside on all fours. Chris's 
girlfriend rushed to the door and slammed it 
shut and locked it. We stood still listening for 
where this person could have gone when all of a 
sudden, we started hearing loud noises coming 
from the front deck. It was random noises like 
a voice chattering, something like the grinding 
of a buzz saw, sobbing, all in quick succession. 



We rushed to the door and peaked out the small 
window and saw Chris's girlfriends iPod sitting 
on it's docking bay, with a power cord going 
from it to a plug on the outside wall, sitting on 
the railing to the deck. These sounds were com- 
ing from the iPod. 

Chris opened the door, ran out and grabbed the 
iPod off the docking bay and ran back into the 
cabin. He gave it to his girlfriend and told her to 
delete the file that was playing. Effectively eras- 
ing every known piece of media we knew of by 
Butcherface. Chris and I then ran to the door, 
opened it, and yelled that there was nothing left 
of any of his media we had. We destroyed every 
connection we had to him and he had no reason 
to follow us anymore. It stayed quiet for the rest 
of the night and we left that morning. 

During the drive home we started thinking of 
some things. We now believe that Butcherface 
wanted us to find those tapes. Maybe not us per 
se, but someone. The day that we found those 
first 24 tapes, we started an avalanche of more 
and more of his media to be surfaced and help 
the possibility of it spreading to others. He had 
mentioned more than once in his media that he 
wanted to spread his "infectious evil" only to his 
disciples,and we thinkthose"disciples"are those 
that have seen his media.We say this because he 
never seems to attempt to hide it and seems to 
keep watch of all those who have seen it. In the 
notes I saw of Chris's before he burned them, I 
saw that many of the sightings of him were scary 
but never seemed to be completely dangerous. 
It was like he was just keeping watch over those 
who have experienced his media. I contemplat- 
ed not writing out this story because I'm not sure 
if this counts as spreading his media. Ultimately, 
I decided to finish it to warn you that if you ever 
come across anything that even resembles the 
footage, audio, art, writings, or carvings that are 
described in these stories, do not look at them. 

When we got back home, Chris decided to tell 
his family everything that had happened, includ- 
ing the tape he had hidden from everyone else 
and our hypothesis as to who Butcherface is 
and what he's doing. Chris's brother Evan's face 
became palejust as pale as the day he first saw 
the tapes. We asked what the matter was and he 
said "you know how I said I never converted the 
tapes to DVD's? Well I lied': Apparently, he ac- 
tually did do the conversion at his college, after 
the day their house was broken into.The thing is 
that they disappeared and he later learned that 
fellow students had taken them, thinking it was 
a cool school project, and made copies. From 
what we've heard, they've been handed down 
from person to person and copied, leading to 
countless duplicates. ■ 
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There was a knock at the door - not, a normal one, like the post- 
man or a salesman might do. No, it was rather more upbeat. I 
didn't like the sound of it one bit. 

"Just a minute ! " I cooed, dropping the dishcloth on the kitchen 
counter. I narrowed my eyes suspiciously at no-one in particular 
Who would be at my door at this hour? 

I went towards the door, stopping for a moment to fix my hair in 
the mirror Good grief, it was a state this morning. That stubborn 
lock of hair over my left ear was still sticking up defiantly into the 
air, ruining my appearance completely. I retreated back to the sink 
and splashed some water on the offending lock to push it back 
down. Honestly, I hadn't a moment's peace this morning. 

Another knock at the door - this time a little more sombre than be- 
fore. It was like they weren't sure there was anybody home. Could 
I get away with not answering? Maybe, yes maybe I could. No, no, 
wait, I already told them I was on my way. What a bother they were. 
You know, I haven't had a minute to myself all day. 

I unlocked the door and a little girl was standing there. She 
couldn't have been more than five or six. Pretty little thing, with 
pigtails and an inquisitive look in her eye. But what did she want 
with me? Selling scout cookies? Was it Halloween already? No, no, 
she wasn't in fancy dress, how silly of me. She looked up at me with 
a questioning look on her face. 

"Mom?" she asked, "Why was the door locked?" 

QUANTUMSHEEP 



LC~T Tnleash the beasts!" the old man in the park yelled. He'd al- 
L_J ways yell something weird real loud and then stare into the 
air in anticipation. We felt sorry for him, but no one minded. He 
only did it once a day. Never more. 

We responded to this like every daily occurrence - picking up the 
mail, feeding the dog, making dinner - so we had no chance to be 
prepared for what happened. Three black horses sprung out of the 
air with black smoke surrounding them. An ancient knight with a 
spear was seated on the largest one and jumped off the horse and 
knelt before the old man. 

"My son," the old man said. "You're awfully late." 





Every time you press a key on your top-of-the-line M-some- 
thing' or A-something' super brand keyboard someone in 
some part of the world dies from something you do not care 
about. Every time you sneak out for a quick cigarette, hoping 
your boss won't catch you, a family of bloated bellied, mammary 
sagging, starving human beings is erased as if there never was 
a reason. Wrapped in mosquito nets, thrown Into a mass grave; 

Mosquito nets made by five year old Chinese children, funded by 
a multi billion dollar pharmaceutical company. A company too 
busy making vitamin supplements and cold medicine, counting 
profits as if each pill was an egg laid by a golden rooster and each 
pill popping maniac was a golden omelette addict. 

And as you're reading this you will realize that you do not care 
one way or another. And that's ok. No one does. We tend to care 
more about a bum-legged 50-year-old doctor with an attitude 
problem and a fake american accent. I'm not here to help you 
realize that the world is a horrible place. Not at all. I'm here to 
see if you have the capacity to realize that in fact, you do not care. 
And maybe after reading this you'll end up pledging a few quid to 
a charity of your choice but it won't be for the children. It'll be for 
you. The only reason you would spend money Is to make yourself 
feel better. And again, that's ok. We all do it. Because it makes us 
feel better. 

Before you pick up your galvanized, stainless steel mallet and 
crucify me for my "superbrand-keyboard" crimes against hu- 
manity please understand, I see the irony and I don't care. Just 
like you, just like me. 

KILIMANZIARO 



The fat man had a gun and a smile and was staring at me. He 
had one of those faces, you know the way people have faces... 
I knew he was going to shoot me, he hadn't said so but his crazy 
half-cocked smile told me everything I needed to know. 

"Do you know what the population of China is?" he said. 

"Em, over a billion I think." 

"1.3 billion people, walking around, thinking, talking, looking at 
each other" 

"Oh, ok. That's interesting" 
"I've been eating a lot of cheese..." 
He aims the gun at me. I notic 
ILIKETOKILLDEER 



PIANOBUTTER 
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ROLLIN' 

[ permalink 1 submitted by STEPHAR007 
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MY BABY BOY 

[ permalink 1 submitted by CLIFF_UK 
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PHOTO RESTORATION 
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2 HOURS LATER 




« This picture of my parents sat 
underwater for two weeks 
after Katrina. 





BY MYGRAPEFRUIT 



BY ITSAPOISONOUSSNAKE 



BY KAYAKGUY429 AND DANDI8 
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SO I HEARD 
YOU GUYS LIKE 
AWKWARD 
FAMILY PHOTOS. 



permalink submitted by SIR_CHARGE 



PHOTO OUT CAR 
WINDOW LOOKS 
LIKE A PAINTING 
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OUR BRAND NEW 
TURTLE TRACKING 
SYSTEM 



permalink submitted by ANIMATOLA 



Hey, Mario Kart! 

SUNUPU 
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COWBOYS BURYING A HORSE 



permalink 
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A GIRL JUST TRYING TO LEAVE HER MARK 





DECOMPRESSION 

permalink submitted by MANIACBABY 
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ACCIDENTAL DOUBLE EXPOSURE AT 
NAVY PIER (CHICAGO, ID 
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ORANGUTAN 
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TOFUKU-JI GARDEN, KYOTO, JAPAN 

( permalink 1 submitted by STONERPET 
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REQUIEMOFSYRIS 
FEELSGOODMAN 
MANDARALICIOUS 
VARO 
I FAILED ART 



permalink submitted by CACTROT91 1 



/jokes 



50 



SUBREDDIT OF THE MONTH \~ /j OkfiS 



A deer walks into a bar. . . 

Three people leave realizing how dangerous 

a deer in a bar is. 

- TUFFNSTUFF 



I saw a chameleon today. . . 

Needless to say, it was a shitty chameleon. 

- ORIONXX 



If life gives you melons . . . 
You probably have dyslexia. 

- FREESEASY 



There are two fish in a tank. One says to the 
other, "You man the guns, I'll drive." 

- JAY14FEM 



So I went to Chinatown today. There were too 
many bright lights. I asked them to dim sum. 

- ARISTOTLEJR 



What do you call a gay database? 
A query. 

- OHBLAIR 



Knock knock! 
Who's there? 
With. 
With who? 
With *whom*. 
- LOTSX 



I stayed up all night wondering where the 

sun had gone. 

Then it dawned on me. 

- SIRELDERBERRY 



How do you find Will Smith in the snow? 
Look for the fresh prints. 

- BABALOOPANT 



My jokes are like my women. 
I don't have any. 

- WHARRGARBLLL 



What animal floats the best? 
The corkodile. 

-NIKLASNI1 
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